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THE DOUBLE JDOUBT. 


CHAPTER III. 

setting «lni softly and graduajly retires 

t 9 

from earth, gildijig it with even its * latest ray, 

• 

so doe% Hope steal ^from the hreast its glowing 
l)eams had enlightened, and leaves for awhile'the 
rellection of its influence behind. And long 
round Erilda’s lone and widowed heart diH the 
spell continue its delusions; and often deceived 
by IIoj)e’s siren voice t'le still clung to each 
new promise, and strove to be agaui and again 
betrayed. The fatal tidings of Sir Harold’s*fall 
beneath, Rudolf’s murderous’weapon at length 
reached Stenifels. The anguish of the‘father 
may not be told. How^hen attempt to Ses'^ribe 
that <jl' the wife*.^ 

Si.\ times had the returj^ of s’jrring wakened 
the torpid flowers, and bade the young year 
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rejoice sindb the day which had seen Erilda 
bereft of him whtf was so dear to lier, evtn in 
'her despair. For her the sad seasons came and 
went, auS scein^l at caeli return to bring her a 
new l()ad *of sorrow. Rumour with its many 
tongi^es confused and at length overpowered lier. 
A total vacuity^ possessed her mind, and sense 
at length seemed to sleep upon its throfle. But 
even in this state of deadened feeling two excite¬ 
ments hehl some power over h5s—her fathe**in- 
law's sootJfing attentions, and hgr child’s innocent 
't’ndcarments. For these she suppressed many a 
rising sigh and checked many a rushing tear, 
striving to put on the semblance ci a dreary 
gaietj, by which none, however, were deceived; 
and indulging, under favour of night and solitude. 
in the luxury of silent woe. 

Time’s untiring chisel continued to trace 
furrows on Count Eberhard’s cheeks, and the 
tears of parenfal sdrrow found ready charnels for 
their ffo^v. Yet a smile sometimes lightened his 

4 • * 

grief-worn countenance ..vhen he. gazed on the 
iast-s])ringing charms of his granddaughter, 
wlu> grew more low ly^ from surrounding woes, 
like the opening leaves of somq sweet plant that 
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seems to spring from nature’s griefs as its shoots 
arc refreshed by weeping (lews. l‘’reda was 

indeed the child of sorrow. Vradlcd in sadness, 

« 

nursed with sighs, her infancy»was an infancy of 

thouglit—an‘early spring on which ■wnnfer still 

threw its lingering clouds, to darken the jpys ot 

the young year. "I’lie mclanclnily attendance on 
• • • • 

her mother and her grandsirc gave a sadness to 

her very joys; and while slit almost incessantly 

foltowed the oW man’s steps or watched hy his 

couch, Erilda used to steal away front both, to 
• • 
taste, unbroken in. ujion, tlfb fulness and tin 

bitterness of her own feelings. 

Her favourite retreat was a spot on the side of 

the bank that sloped down to the dell *whieli 

seems to divide the ruins of the castles. A 

tender motive of attachment bound her to this 

s))ot—it was her mother’s burial place. 'I'ln- 

green raised turf alone marked the lowly gra\e. 

No darfc cypress, no mournful willow, no heo'oar 

stone, nor boastful urn gtamped it witSl l)eath s 

proud pageantry. But many a scattered ’sweet 

• • 

was«strown around,* tn acc^dancc with the wish 
and the character of tto humble mind whieli 
chose it for her resting-place, while he who had 
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lived to see 'her laid in this simple sanctuary was 
sent, following the Wms of pious bigotry, as a 
"^banquet for the rc]5tilcs of a monument. 

Ever/adornment that could sanctify the place 
was furn^hed by Erilda’s care. 'The fragrant 
lily s^nt up its sweets through clustering vine 
branches, to blend with those of the jasmine 
and woodbine; while roses fdling the air with 
perfume seemed to load the breeze that struggled 
faintly through the shrubs. Thb graceful acScia 
caught the slight influence of the air and .shook 
^down its honied blbssoms; while the soft showers, 
that' at times fell on the violet beds, were as 
warm and mild as the tears shed by a mother on 
the cradle of her sleeping child. 

In this hallowed retreat Erilda reigned, sole 
priestess of its lonely rites. Here she sought 
relief from the too noisy condolences of even the 
sad world of Sternfels. Over this consecrated 
ground she at, times fancied that inspiration was 
floating 5 and she lovec} to beliqve that the .spirit 
of her whom she could not remember in her 
mortal form hoveind arovis^ her. For though 

memory may npt rc^i» one tr^ce of the parent 

« 

lost in childhood, still the venturous imagination 
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will at times dart upwards to meet the bright 
form, which it knows but in diought, the angel 
and the mother joined. 

Erilda had few worldly comforters, *Jtuperi 

of Stalbach, orf whom she had long Ifanwl for 

*» 

support in her alHiction, he whose blunt kind¬ 
ness was more soothing than the whining sym¬ 
pathy of the world, no longer possessed an indu- 
ence of which he had become* unworthy. His 

whefee conduct was changed, and his refil charac- 

• t 

ter developed ; for until brought to light by i ir- 
cumstanccs, it was n§ver bcfor» evident even t<r 
himself. His was one of those unfortunately 
elastic minds, so pliant as to take whatever form 
external influences offered to it. Had KMptTt 
never been tempted, he had never fallen; ft)r 
there was nothing radically vicious in his tem¬ 
perament, nor aught that would have voluntarily- 
sought dishonour. When he first hastencri to 
Stemfela, in the warm glow of*partlng friendship, 
he never dreamt of his ^own interest; •aVid for 
many successiye montlfs he was the solafe of 
those who were leftj ws he .had been the hope of 
him who was gone. 

It was not until the news of Sir Harold’s fall 
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had j)enetfatcd to his desolate home, that Hu* 
pert felt the wiM thrill of expeetant avarir"; 
curdle his blood,vand hll his pulse with a mon¬ 
strous energy. ,Aii empoisoned, yet a genial, 
fluid Eseehied to run through his whole frame, 
and to transform him magically into something 
he had never before been or imagined. A thou¬ 
sand pageants of grandeur floated before him— 
castles, domains, iionours, and hoards of wealth. 
He recojled for a jnoment wiitli an instinctive, 
but an expiring, throb of right principle; for 
wherever he turcied, in wlyitever way he sought 
to dissipate his newly excited feelings, the same 
visions of greatness sprung up spontaneously in 
his mind. At length grown familiar with this 
train of thought, which was encouraged by' a 
host of dissolute companions, he began to be 
satisfied that it was but right and natural. 
“ here is the guilt,” thought he, “ since my 
cousin Harold^ is dead, in hoping for possession 

i 

of wha*i<:s legally my own P And if an old man 
happens to stand between me aijfd my just in¬ 
heritance, what sin in wishing him in heavtsn ?" 

But still the agc\cj)unt lived on, in spite of 
the impatient calculations of bis hungry kins- 
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man. And the latter soon began to run tlie 
usual, career of expectant licijs, hurried on bv 
all the accessory impulses by which they arc as¬ 
sailed and mastered. Leagued with *<;xtrava- 

f • 

gance and vice^ he rode the giddy roiind^ and 
folly toiled to win disgrace, while cof:«cience 
sternly goading him jhc while, he was by dejfrces 
prepared for any act oS villainy, wfiich•would end 
his over-wrought excitement. F.rilda, thus 
abamlohed by him. who had possessed her whole 
confidence, mourned the change morctfor her 
false kyisman’s sake than her own; while she* 
bent beneath the witfiering blight which strikes 
down the heart that was ripening in the mellow 
wvrrmth of confidence. Yet no reproaches broke 
from her. She suffered in calm serenity, and 
seemed like the spirit of hajipiness, left in mercy 
to hover over the scenes whence the substance 
li.ad dejiarted. 

I'he sixth summer since tjie fatal epoch of 
Sir Harold’s setting out for Hungary haej now 
eoine round, smiliitg in tllfe breeze or frwning 
in Storms ; amJS vegetatjon’s ruddy check was 
beginning to ripen u» us boards, ^'’requent tra¬ 
vellers, pilgrims, and minsMls, monks and meii- 

n 3 
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dicants, presented themselves at the gates of 
Sternfcls, and always found a ready wel::ome. 
..Though no costly banquets were spread, as of 
old, for.thc entertainment of tlie gay and happy, 
worldly pares or wearied feet were a sure pass¬ 
port Kt the hospitality of the castle. Erilda 
rare*ly appeared in the hall,, unless some grateful 
visitant cApressly asked permission to lhank and 
bless her, or some itinerant son of song implored 
the honour of chanting an extempore balLiJ, in 

« fl 

honouri of • those who had sheltered and be- 
• friended him. 

•I 

“ The noon burns fiercely to-day,” said the 
warder, as a wearied and weather-beaten minstrel 
entered the porch. 

“ Ay, but the frowns of fortune scorch still 
more fiercely,” replied the wanderer. “ Yet it 
often hapjtens,” and he smiled as he .spoke, 
“vthat the hottest day melts away in showers at 
evening! Wha.,t think you. Master Warder; 
will^your mistress be inclined to hear a light- 

4i 

sopiccoundel ? I should like to chace the tears 
e 

from the eyes of beapty, and make a joyous 
strain resouivl inythese Walls, where they tell me 
pleasure has mot bccTi for a long time a visitant.” 
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'• Rest thee, rest thee awhile, good friend. 
Wh.m thou art refreshed thyu mayst think ot 
song and lute; there is no me’ody in a ])arched 
throat. But much I doubt me, that ea en when 
your harmonics are at their best, n^ mistress 
will be disposed to list any notes of /('«rry ca¬ 
dence. She muc^ better likes the sorrftwing 
tone that reminds hcr»of buried joys.* 

A hurried repast was partaken of by the min¬ 
strel, and he had very soon collected round him 
in the great hall a circle of th« w(fl-plea.sed 
inaidqiis, who but seldom heard so spriglitly#ri 
measure as that to* which he tuned his lute, 
lirilda had consented to become also a listener, 
'and she stood pensively, with Freda by her side, 
so pensively that the minstrel at length begged 
of her to deign a greater .share of attention to 
his song, “ which told of every sweet that could 
gratify the heart, and strewed flowers on the ijratb 
of life.” The smiling maidens pressed forward 
to join in the entreaty, and Froda too put up 
her gentle supplications to her mother.*, Erilda 

.It • 

however chccitcd the general flow of afl'ectionate 
assiduity, and she* desired #hc yninstrel to sing 
no mor,e of imuges of chss, “*which were but 
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mockery to her, who saw every form of joy but 
as a phantom that fled while she pursued it'>" 
The minstrel seemed aflected by this remon¬ 
strance, and turning his lute to a plaintive air. 
he supg as follows. 

MlNSTllEl.'S SONG. 


No flowers for me ! for lierc they may not flourisli, 

1 

This wretched breast their dreary •tomb might be. 

But noughi thal warmth would cheer or sunshine nourish, 
(^an bloom, where all that’s bright must perish— 

No flowers for me 1 


It. 

“No smiles for me ! my anguish never sleepetli, 
Hope beams alone on hearts from sorrow free; 
O’er the smooth brow his joy ous t igil keepeth, 
But shuns the heavy lid that wecpetli— 

No smiles for me ! ’’ 


While - “c minstrel sung, Krilda’s tears flowed 
freely. I ? ■ , seeming to watch every movement 
of her lit. , satv that feeling was touched— 
apathy ar ed. Following up tfic imjtrcssion 
he had m;. apd act if resok ed to awaken, no 
matter at > . t oost of*i,airering,«tlio deepest and 
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most intense of her emotions, he Imcl no sooner 
finish (1 the last of those stanzas than he sud¬ 
denly swept the strings of his ^*uistrument in » 
symphony still more sad. He then sang as fol¬ 
lows, in a lowland solemn strain of rt'eftative, 
while his accompaniment was so mournft*! that 
woe might have heard it and sighed still deC]ier 
than before. 

“ Hark to tlio groans of tlic wounded brave, 

>As flicy writlic oji the cliilling forth, 

And faintly sigli for their common grave^ 

Or in fits of anguisli wildly rafe, 

.\iul*curse the hour of their birtlv! 

Their mouths arc parched, and their drooping heads 
1 lang listless, as they lie, 

• Pillowed in gore on their earthy beds. 

And with fearful wailings cry 
b'or death—but they cannot die ! 

" That warrior stretched on the brow of the hill. 

Has expiring lain three nights full of pain, 

Damp, agonized, and chill— 

While the life-blood’s thick and sluggard drain 
Weak, drizzling, flows—but the cruel,vein 
Seems full of vigour still. 

With faltering tone, he woukly cries, 

‘ !Jovv welcome Hea^eif! now world farowcil! ’ 

He sinks, he faints, aiTd his lang .fid e;ies 
No loyger glarc»on the disiifhl dell-*- 
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But it is not so witli him who dies! 

The lips unclosed—and the frightful stare 
That in death are seen, are wanting there. 

“ Slowl;^ he moves—once more reviving; 

Il( lives! he lives ! his eyelids ope ! 

I'rem transient pangs new hope deriving-” 

A long pause after the utterance of tliesc eni- 
])hatic wo.ds inatlc the listeners, and more i)ar- 
ticularly Erilda, watch for the concluding line 
of the stanza with breathless, impatience. Tlie 
minstrel, li»ing his looks on her with a still more 
• marked expression of encouragement and cheer¬ 
fulness, at length sung— 

“ Yes, lady ! while there’s life there’s hope! ” 

< 

Agitated and ovcrjtowcrcd by the various 
feelings so strongly excited, Erilda sunk on a 
seat, and her daughter and attendant damsels 
strayed round her to offer sundry services. T'he 
minstrel, as though he had felt his work com¬ 
pleted, retired from the hall. Erilda .soon re- 

I 

covered, and as she cnlmly rerlcctcd on what had 
just passed, -she could not re^tist the ecstatic- 
thought, th.'.t the .minstrelXj wild song contained 
sonic direct ftllusid^i” to her iause of suffering. 
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nor could she believe that he had but wantonly 
tortur.ed her. She turned her eyes to seek him. 
and on finding he ivas gone she .desjiatchcd seve¬ 
ral of her maidens to bring him back, lint 
when they reached the portal, they learnbd that 
the stranger had left the castle, merely saying to 
the warder, with a ^significant smile, when the 
latter invited him to .stay till tllfc bwrning heat 
was over—“ Thou knowest, good friend, the 
hoKest'day may melt in mild Showers at eve." 

When Ilrilda heard of this ansaverjjit gave 

• 

fresh jtrength to her belief of good.* In Ik^' 
own despite—for she’had long resolved to repress 
every thing like hope—her spirits seemed rising 
■ligh beyond their usual depression. Her eyes 
beamed, her bosom heaved, and her cheeks were 
flushed, unwonted symptoms with one so long 
sunk in apathetic insensibility. Hours passed 
over uncounted. The bell that summoned to 
the early evening meal was unheeded. ?.ioving 
with a * tep so light that .she seamed to tread 
less on earth than air, slie hastened t*y her fa¬ 
vourite retreat, unmindful of the thrc;'tc;iiiig 
aspect of the sky,j(vliich foyctold a fast-cominji 


storm. 
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■J'hc sun had sunk in fire and tinged the world, 
as if in anger, with a eriinson glow. Storm ]>reg- 
nant elouds rose in the eastward, and rolled up¬ 
wards in,.monstrous and fiintastie slia})es. Broad 
flashes spread across the hills in sheets of sickly 

t. ’ •' 

red ; ?T.d low thunderings came onwards with 
every gust that sw'cpt the valley. The moon, 
full and clear, iiung high in heaven; her silvery 
beams mingling with the lightning’s flash and 
the deep blaze of the sun. .Erilda saw tVese 
.sym]iton,s of. awful convulsion, but feared them 
not. Neither did she note the direful, assem¬ 
blage of omens, which in less absoj-bing moments 
might have struck her as presages of ill. The 
bat was skimming the air around her; th.-ov! 
sat in a bush above ; a toad croaked in- the 
sedge below; and a snake was hissing in the 
grass at her feet! 

The rain now came pattering in large drops 
u))on‘ the leaf-roofed canopy of Erilda's bower; 
and the trees bent and creaked to the gloomy wind. 

i 

Magic .fould not condnue mci'e portentous so- 
lemnities; nor guilt find more (.fitting aeeom- 
])aninients for its dark doings. Still Erilda 
gazed fearlessly on 'tke seowltig sky, rapt iii 
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a reverie of long forgotten ho))e, wlien* suddenly 
:< voice r<ise from the shrublx;r^ just below her, 
in tones so sweet that they might have almost 
hushed the deep and dismal sounds with jvliich 
they mixed. Eftlda started into a throb of ntvviy 
awaltened amaze. “ Is it,"’ exclaimed she, ‘‘ the 
stranger minstrel thdt mingles Ids mysterious 
strains with the sounds of the storm ? —No, no 
there never lived on earth but pne mortal voice 
that <*ould breathc»such tones as those !” 

Another thunder-burst gone by, the warbled 
music came again; apd as the •singer had ap- 
(troached nearer and nearer, the air and words 
both fell distinctly upon the spell-bound listener’s 
ear:— 

When friendship’s honest vows we breathe 
They need not flow from gilded bowers; 

And if aflection twine the wreath 
No matter where she culls the flowers ! 

" Shield and protect me, siTints •of heaven ! 

Holy shade of her whose grave I clasp, ,w*atch 

• • • . 

over me—save thy daughter!” exclaimed Lrilda. 

sinking on the inound,,breathless and distracted. 
In a moment more tlie rustling oT the foliage 
told her thht some.,one burst through it. A man 
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had indeed violated the sanctuary; and throw¬ 
ing liiinself on 'one knee beside her, he caught 
her in his arms' -her form clinging instinctively 
to hi§ pressure, and a not-to-be-mistaken voice 
murmured these delightful words;—“Rise, rise 
my Erilda—my wife—to new found joy, to the 
embrace of thy long lost husband I” And obeying 
the summons which echoed the laws of nature 
and love, she arose and threw herself transported 

M 

into his enfolding arms. 

At ‘■■his instant a fierce and sulphuric flash 
enveloped both ; a simultaneous crash, as though 
a rock of brass was shivered by the rattling peal 
was heard ; an old oak close beside blazed up 
as the bolt struck its stem ; yet heedless of the 
shock, he softly murmured, “ Shrink not, my 
bride, but lead me to happiness ! Oh, shudder 
not, Erilda ! See, the very heavens hold jubilee 
in honour of our second nuptials !” 
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ClIAPTEJl IV. 

The fury of the tciTi])c.st passed by. The last 
echo of the thunder murmured among tlie distant 
liills. One breeze swejit dying along tlie waters 
of the Rhine, as if the storm-lieivl had breathed 
his last. Reviving liature rose up in new vigour 
and s])read a greener garmerft over the plains. 
^'he grass sjtrang freshly to meet rfie elastic foot 
of the hare and coney. '’I'hc moist grapes shone 
clustering on the vines. The wild flowers sent 
out new odours ; while the riotous songstcrs*Df 
hush and brake shook off the glittering dew- 
dro))s, and myriads of insects were seen .sporting- 
over the blossomed herbage, in the mild exhala- 
tions which all earth sent up like incense offered 
to heaven. 

And if meaner ngture thus paid its tributS of 
])raise, how did .she, the* happiest of Earth’s 
daughters, pour out hcr*grateful thanks ? AVith 
what rapture did slie hail the liglit that broke 
on her bosom’s gloom, as suddenly as the spring 
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bursts tortli after tbc dreary iiigbt of a northern 
M’inter ? With a heart full of holy ardour. 
Krilda stole from the couch where her husband 
lay.in slight-slumber, .sleej) having at length un- 
tiM the fond embrace of love.' She knelt at the 
easement, tears of hap))incss stealing down her 
cheeks, like the sweet dew that Hows at dawn 
from the flotCcr-toppcd tree of Canada. Her 
oraisons finislK-d, she turned to gaze again on 
him who, next to heaven, was worthy of her 
idolatry. The whirl of joy of the preceding 
night had ncic left her power or thought to .scan 
each varying shade in his loved form. She only 
knew that he was there, ('hanged no doubt, in 
it'aturc much, the natural effects of time and suf¬ 
fering ; but his feelings of aflcction all right— 
she heeded not the rest! Hut hanging over him 
as he now slept in the morning ray, she could 
not resist a wandering, an uneasy sensation. It 
was not that she marvelled to sec his brow 
marked with the blighting touch of care; but 
that he, restored to-joy and peace, should now 
groan and start at times in perturbed motion, 
tossing wide hi^ arms as though anxious 
to rusli upon some noxious thing, and then 
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Struggling as if a pliantoin's weight oj-^n-cssed 
iiitn. Eri’.da, pained at his disquiet, even though 
■slie felt it to be unreal, was ou^'tlie point of 
awakening him to the truth of blis.«ful fact, 
when suddenly he,exclaimed, in fierce accents, 
" Die, hateful wretch !” and, with clenched iKt, 
close-knit frown, and wdcly opening ejes, he 
>})rang from the couch, a ftincied fakriion*in his 
iiand, and hig drops standing on his brow. 

Erilda had scarcely shrunk from the thunder¬ 
bolt at whose fall nature itself^ seemed to s^ud- 

• 

ilcr—hut tliat look of terror .seemed to carry 

• * 

diath to her heart's happiness. 'I'lie agitated 
lireamcr, however, soon recovered from his 
imagined pangs, be they of what nature they 
ioight, and drawing her towards him. with a 
u nder look, he .said, “ Oh, Erilda ! come and 
breathe the balm to my tortured bosom—fly not 
that once-treasured home, though memory breaks ' 
it.s rest, as the winds .stir the sea's .surface into 
unquiet waves." 

Ileassured by his* soothing tone — oh, how 
easy is it to hush •the fear* and doubts of true 
• aflection!—her heart bdkt calmly bnc» more, and 
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she pressed him to reveal the cause of his emo¬ 
tion 

“ Ask noti sweet love,"’ said he, in a cheerful 
tone,' “ "tis past and gone—’tis nothing! a mere 
th.ought — a shadow of dark hours gone by — 
wli'ich, like yesternight’s storm, only serves to 
])urify our heaven of delight. Hut hark ! I hear 
the sound of the asset.ibling vassals. Ah, how 
much more sweetly will their rude greetings f 11 
on my ear than the forced acclamations of 
worldly crowds! We must, love, descend and 
meet my father—see, he stands alre..dy at the 
gate. And now, my own Erilda, on this happy 
occasion thou must be my prompter, for in truth 
I,need one. Many of the faces, well kno‘. n in 
eai'ly youth, have faded from my mind. Look 
at this wound, one of w'ar’s prodigal gifts - the 
stroke fell close on my brain,—and I doubt me 
‘it broke some of the threads in memory’s web. 
I often vajnly strive to retrace in my mind the 
features of individuals, or the minute details of 
facft>; but some blest cares, some loved faces, 
lie so deeply graven, they defy corroding time 
(»r effacing accident! Thus, my best life ! each 
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of thy dear traits, every shifting shade of thy 
expressive countenance, has even been as freshly 
Ijcfore me, as in the days of our ^arly love, when 
tlic .skilful limner traced them here.” 

'W'^ilh these wrds, and a look of tenderness, 
he drew from his breast the well-known jioArait, 
which lirilda little diought had escaped the 
perils of his manifold* adventures since they 
parted. I’liis proof of his constant allcction 
broilght tears of c^elighted consciousness to her 
eyes. “ See, beloved one,” .said he; *“ lu*re was 
the amuict that kept my heart safe,from a thought' 
unworthy of love or of thee !” 

She looked doubtfully through a mist of tears. 
'I'lKn turned aside her head, smiling pensively, 
and exclaiming, “ Alas ! ’tis true this once was 
me—but it is me no more. I cannot believe 
the whispers of vanity that would tell me I re¬ 
semble now what I was then, in blushing hope, 
a promised bride, catching from thee the smile 
that played on thy features, and which the.flat- 
tering artist made lor thee while my own. Alas 
I am indeed changed since then. And eanst 
thou, Harold, fix tlfy fond looks* still upon a 
blighted flewcr r' * 
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“ Lovply, cvcr-blooming Erilda ! let no words 
like these escape thy lips. Like the Lee who 
abandons the si^arm to taste the full-blown ro.se, 
who.se 'young buds had before pleased him. so 
have I* left the world’s crow'ds.for the meridian 
charliis of her whose youthful beauty had fas¬ 
cinated me." 

It was in converse like this, suited to young 
lovers rather than old married folk, that the un¬ 
marked minutes were flying 'till Freda cafne to 
summtn them. She sportively chided her mo¬ 
ther's delay ; but silently hid her bluslMng face 
against her stranger sire’s bosom, as he tenderly 
folded her in his arms. 

Ne^er did a' day of rejoicing break .more 
blithely than that on which the united vassals of 
Stcrnfels and I/icbenstein woke the echoes of 
wood and hill with their loud shouts. 'J'umuh 
afid faction may swell the venal crowds of cities, 
trumpets and timlmls flourish in the triumphal 
inarch of kings; flattery strain its throat in 
efibrtS to outvoice the tones of selfishness—all is 
a dead-weight on the heart—all*ls discord to the 
ear. Hut wl»L‘n true feeliifg bursts from hone.st 
sincerity, the modi^st sounds *are more grateful 
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tliiin the most studied melodies of false praise 
'I'hc old towers of the twin eastles now sent baek 
the echoes of such cheering tones. Theiestive 
throng clamoured its rejoicings, without* any 
mercy to the sensitive ears of relincment. ^eho 
.-tarted to hear such sounds, where grief had so 

long- stood sentinel. The wondrous* nev.^ of Sir 

^ • 

Harold's safe return was soon conveyed from 
hamlet toJ)amlet, and the little \»orld of the dis- 
triet jR/ured forth its poj)ulation, to liai],the»^n'ent 
and pay the heart’s homage to their new’found 
lord. 

And he now stands in the midst of the 
throng. Count Eherhard resting on his arm ; 
the one like the shaft of some proud column 
which has braved the assaults of wind and time, 
the other like a splendid fragment of the wall 
«liieh leans against the pillar for suytport. And 

I '.rilda ! and Freda! Never could the pencil 

• • 

sketch a lovt*lier group, though taste and talent 
h.id exhausted their siivcetcst imaginings. 

'I’he feeble pen cannot ytaTrit the joys of such 
a (lav as* this. It ma^* be imagined only by 
the pleasure-loving Veart that ^lightly beats to 
snundsand sights of Innocent mirth. Such may 


VOl,. Ml. 


c 
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picture tlic crow d gamboling on the green, deck¬ 
ed in all the gaudy display of the rustic ward- 
rol)c apd the glories of the rifled gardens; the 
gay ilags and banners; the dance, the music, 
the g''ng, the shouts; the indescribable grace of 
an assemblage of objects, incongruous to each 
other, when the rude children of nature let their 
hearts run riot. Next came the feasting, fur¬ 
nished by Count Eberhard’s hospitality to all 
comers; ■ylicn cellar and larder poured out their 
deepest stores to those in whom appetite kept 
ample pace with joy. 

The banquet finished, and many a flask of 
purest Rhine wine emptied in honour of the day, 
every eye seemed to fix on Sir Harold for the 
]n'omiscd explanation of the causes of his long 
absence and miraculous return. Count Ebcr- 
^hard sat at the head of the board, his son placed 
at one side, and at the other the strange min¬ 
strel, thc^companion of his homcwird journey, 
whose mysterious^ but significative songs had 
.'iwakened Erilda’s feelings so keenly, and pre¬ 
pared her for the (coming of her long lost lord. 
The old count rose at length, and turning to¬ 
wards Sir Harold, he said, while' every other 
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voice was instantly liiishcd, “ Prop of my house! 
Harold, iny beloved and valiant son ! now tell 
thy marvellous talc, which so many e:^icctani 

ears are waiting for. Tell us all what rairacle 

# 

has given thee Sack to us, to be once m»jc the 
soul of general hope, and the source of new life 
to me I” 

“ My honoured sire ! my wife, my child —my 

friends !’^ said he thus appealed to, in a firm 

and .'.ffcetionate tone, “ endearing name^! As- 

sociatc links in the chain‘which binder me to 

these loved scenes of youth and happiness ! 'J’o 

all present, whose hopes and wishes blend their 

magic tracery through my own, I hasten to re- 
V ... 

veal the mam incidents of six years' endurance 
of ills, that would have bowed down any mind 
not upheld by the excitement of this oft hoped- 

for scene. It were needless now to relate the 

• 

events of the bloody fight that was sujiposcd to 
have nunjiiered me w ith the tlcad,*or the pre¬ 
ceding events, which, I learn from my wiie’and 
father, were all duly, and with but slight vari¬ 
ation S'om trutli, coiu'cycd to astonished Gcr- 
many. Neither need 1 now dwell on tlic suff'er- 
ing I endilrcd whan suspended life returned to 
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me again in agony still greater than accoinpaniet! 
its apparent loss. lint my astonisliinent or. 
reopening my heavy lids may be worth relating— 
it may- amuse and cannot give you pain. 

“ When 1 fell on the field of death-—of death 
in all its most hideous forms—my eyes seemed 
to close o\i a ticene of hell, llodies lay .around 
me almost putrid in the fiery and fetid air. 
Sounds were whixzing in my car, in all the fierce 
etinfusiun of those which the damned might send 
forth. " \ ultures were hovering above, .and 
wolves were prowling aro;:nd, ardent .and anxi¬ 
ous for their ready prey. In such a scene I 
sunk into an oblivion wliich, as I felt it comin.<jr, 
I believed and hoped was death. When I re- 
\ ived from my trance of ])ain, every scattered 
thought seemed to bring conviction that the soul 
hjid burst its earthly prison .and lived in brighter 
realms. All round me a scene of wonder was 
visible. No living form intruded. Nat a sound 
ruflled the still hut fragrant air. I lay on a 
flower-spread couch. ‘A star-enamelled canopy 
hung above me, beaming with the dazzling lustre 
reflected from the soft lights of a single lamp. 
Icicles hung pendent from the arch, shining ii. 
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iliamontl splendour. A gushing fouiftain sooth- 
<'d mt', witli its qixict fall and tlfc gentle ripplings 
of its waters as they were lost the shade b(» 
yond. Trees, shrubs, and flowery, of everY vary¬ 
ing colour, seei»ed to stand self-plantcfl in ma¬ 
gical groups. No fluttering zephyr broke the 

brilliant cheatery, or*shook from the branches of 

• • 

this breczeless grove tlifc crystallized embroidery 
with which it was spangled. 

Wildered by^his burst of soft magnificence, 

* . • • 

I believed myself in heaxicn. Eut i)^*purcly 

mortal ^-apture took j)ossession wf my breast on 
finding there thy portrait, my Erilda, safely re¬ 
posing. Oh ! how I blest the unknown deliverer, 
XV Ao so well knew the mysteries of that true 
''cience of healing which cures the body through 
the mind, and who had jtlaced within my ready 
reach the object that could best assure my 
wakening thought that there was still a paradise 
on earth ! 

“ The cooling air had assuaged the anguish 
of my wounds, which were, covered with healing 
salves, and bound with neat fillets. And soon 
I saw revealed to mt‘ the form of him who had 
done these deeds*of Christian charity. Ap- 
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preaching me, in cautious watchfulness, an old 
man appeared. He was in that pride of years 
when manliness dissolves in age, and snowy 
tresses give to):en of wisdom. He was a rever¬ 
end anchorite, one of those abounding blessings 
of humanity with which the countries of the 
East are ripe. His words seemed the living 
breath of sanctity—his looks were like light from 
beyond the grave ! Such was the saint-like 
man, the genius of the place, jwho had gnafeiied 
my stnl breathing body from heaps of slain and 
through seas of gore, as soon as night gave fa¬ 
cilities to his task. Saved thus by him—let me 
now picture him dying by me. Nay, start not. 
my friends—I must hurry through this .^ad 
episode of my adventures. The infidel blood 
hounds knew my deliverer well—they knew that 
he was most likely to brave the conditions on 
which they tolerate his existence, .and seek to 
save one wictiru from the general slaughter. 

I 

They came to search his spar-formed grotto— 
they found me with him—they slew him ! With 
a deadlier hate, they dragged me to the more 
ignoble doom of slavery. The very memory of 
that fact leaves a blot on a freeman’s purity ! 
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A slave ! chained to the earth which was water¬ 
ed by the sweat of toil—^repro|ich my wages— 
stri})es my reward—for five dreairy years I drag¬ 
ged on the load of life. Despair more than once 
raised my hand—but the loud commandHea¬ 
ven seemed to stay the self-destroying Stroke, 
and a voice seemed at the worst of my suffering.s 
to whisper words of ho)ie and comfort !* 

“ Still might my bodj"^ rot in chains, or swcl- 
te«ing dfoop in thf land of thb infidel, had not 
one gallant- friend been near—a fcUow ijrisoner 
—to gi^c me life in the liberty he procured me.. 
It boots not to tell*the many perils through 
whieli his cautious valour had to work to obtain 
(»ir freedom. He suceecded. I was the partner 
of his flight. From country to country we have 
worked our weary pilgrimage together; till yes- 
termorn preceding me here, his wild harmony 
jrrepared thee my Erilda for my coming, even 
while his gentle heart was bleeding at the pain 

he gave,*like a surgeon who shrinks while he 

» 

probes his patient^ wound.. Watching t^ee to 
thy sacred bovyr, he sought me in my anxiou.s 
shelter close by; when I, heeiless of the tem¬ 
pest, sent forth those blessed sounds of other. 
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but not happier, days, as most likely to assuage 
thy fears and harmonize with thy hopes. Here 
sits my friend,: and while my home exists, and 
you, all my friends, cherish the memory of 
this day, he shall ever find it his refuge from 
worldl/ care or mortal v’rong.'” 

Sir Harold ceased, and scarcely had his last 
words died awUy, when Icjud bursts of gratulation 
rung around the hall. The assemblage soon after 
broke up, and ail wended their homeward w;?y, 
ovcrflov ing.with the joyous sympathies of vassal 

4 

fidehty.' But this was not unlike all other cases, 
in which one or more exceptions arc found. And 
now, as withered branches may disfigure the 
green symmetry of some shadowing tree, there 
were found a few among the faithful serfs of 
Sternfels who gave no response to the clamorous 
acclamations of the rest, but looked gloom and 
disappointment in the midst of the general joy. 
These were the creatures of Ikupcrt of Stalbach, 
the engines Biat worked out his ends of extra- 
vagaiV^c, the purveyors of hi» spendthrift crav¬ 
ings, whose supjdies were acknowledged by an¬ 
ticipated grants a id mortgages of large portions 
of the fair lands of .Sternfels. These men, who 
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every day looked out for tlic deatfi of {\)iint 
Jiberhard, (uid the accomplishment of Rupert -; 
promises, contingent on his Succeeding to lus 
heritage, were now overwhelmed with grief and 
rage, at seeing*thcir air-built hopes scattfftd to 
the winds. Resolved at least to make Rupert 
taste the whole bitterness of the .draught which 
they were themselves forced to swallow, they 
hastened to one of his not diystant haunts with 
malicious s)>eed,**and they found him in the 
midst ol' his wonted revelry and recblessncss. 
Like tT.c hot Arab, \^ho sucks ifi the breeze that 
watvs him pestilence and death, Rupert rushed 
with (i])cn arms to meet the messengers of ill. 

Ah, my good friends,” cried he, “ I see tin- 
good news in your eyes—I read it in your flu.shed 
cheeks. He is dead ! The old man is gone at 
length ! In another day all will be our own 
Our broad hands will grasp it all! But now. 
my fricneyi, you have brought su))Jtlies ? How 
mueb ? For much will be wanted to me-ci* im- 
mediate calls. AVclcome, welcome good fnends ' 

Ho, there! wine, for-tlfese worthy men ' And 

» 

now, my masters, let us pledge a full cup to the 
peace of <»usin liberhard’s soul!” 

c 3 
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This rhapsody was received in silence. No 
smile of assent^ gave back the eagerly watched 
tor answer. On the contrary, Rupert saw on 
the ccjintenancts of his tormentors an expression 
of Cold and cruel irony mixed with bitter disap¬ 
pointment. He could not bear this suspense. 
He pressed furiously for a reply and an ex¬ 
planation. It came. Not in relenting con¬ 
dolence for theii; common misfortune, but with 
reproach and taunt, and thre.it that added to 
the pargs of the plain spoken truth. Rupert 
stood for awhile transfixei^ and speechless. De¬ 
spair seemed to have paralysed both mind and 
body. But still his busy thoughts were at work ; 
andwhether from conviction or artifice, he quickly 
announced the conclusions at which he stated 
them to havq arrived. Self-interest quickened 
his intellect, and either solved a mystery or sug¬ 
gested the best means of turning it to his own 
account. His silence was at length broken by a 
louddaugh : not a laugh of maniac despair, but 
one that might fitly have expressed the glee of 
some demon over a ripe plan of mischief. 

“ What tlfen! cried he, frowning on hi.s 
companions in the announced ill fortune, “ must 
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1 bear these insulting menaces, the ignoble scorn 
of such things as ye Palfry miscreants who 

come to din me with your credulous selfishne* i- 

#• 

Vc whose murky intellects ntake ye incntall} 
blind? Sir JIarold living? Away, ye^litifu! 
wretches, if ye want proofs of his deatli, and 
root them from tht rotten graves of Bulgaria. 
He alive! What bMd impostor has come to 
assume his place and frighten^ye from the truth r 

Tljj! ye smile aC the suggestion. Ye are pleased 

• • 

with this plain solving of the cheat, ,fhat lays 
this Transfigured gliost, and .clears your ba.^e 
minds from their unworthy fears ? Ye remem¬ 
ber then the story of my kinsman’s death r 
Your jialsied memories recover the shock, and 
recall the facts of the case—how the beholders 
marked Harold and his murderer stalkinsj to- 
gether through the battle field, so like that the 
shuddering Turks who gazed on them shruni; 
back, believing them spcctivs raised by magic 
And who, think ye, has now invaded my .rights, 
and trusting to the changes of six years*and the 
frail^ memorit% of credulous fools like you, usurps' 
dead Harold’s place in Sternfels,—who but this 
Rudolf, of the llartz, conJe from afar to roh me 
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and ruin you? I have no doubts—not onc- 
My arm shall quick follow the impulse of my 
m*nd. I shall soon crush this reprobate; 
but I sjiall need'your aid, to follow up the jus¬ 
tice of my cause, whetlicr by' law or force. So 
now unstring your common purse! Out with 
the supplies! .What! ye hesitate? Hear me, 
then: by Hell’s worst pangs I swear to ye, that 
should your gripin.g avarice refuse this call for 
our common interests, I will instantly' Hy* to 
Sternfcls,. acknowledge the usurper, throw my¬ 
self on his sense* of what is wisest for his own 
security, obtain an ample compromise, aiul aban¬ 
don all my claims. What! does this make ye 
tremblingly generous, for your own sakes ? It 
seems so.” And, as the group of u.surers poured 
out the contents of their purses, and jmomised 
further supjdies for the morrow, Rupert added, 
with a sneer of the deepest scorn, “ What, all 
emptied? Now, thtm, base minions, avaunt!’’ 
and suiting the action to the word, he drove 
them with fresh insults from his presence. 

' A month had passed fleetly over' the mild en¬ 
joyments of StOlmfels. All was recovered hap¬ 
piness and cheerful (juiet, far different from the 
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woeful tranquillity wliicli had for years reigned 
over the place. Within the ca*tle, as without 

every thing breathed the settled calm of security, 

• . • 

when one morning, as the little circle wj(re pla- 
eidly indulging their domestic mood, a*nmr- 
mured din arose from the court yard, and soon 
incrcasetl to loud and uproarious*shoifts, wliile 
thiek-elattering feet were accompanied on tlu' 
stair.s and in the pas.sages by thteats and impre- 
eatioi«s. t'o’.mt hTlxahard, Erilda, aiid i;reda, 
alarmed at the rude sounds, turned shnnking 
for protection towards* him, in wliom the noisy 
crush seemed to reuse u}) every stirring feeling 
of the soul. Seizing his jwnderous rapier, which 
hung close by, he ]ilaced himself before the three 
(j)>jects of his care; threw one arm around them, 
held the other ready for fight, his well-proved 
brand high poised above him -his brow’ gathered, 
and his look (l,\cd for battle. 

At this rgoment the door of the ehantber was 

» 

Hung violently open, au.d oiv? of the eastle'.re- 
tainers entered abruptly, brAithless and bleeding. 
—“ hlymoblc ma.sters,’’» cried h<i, “ a ferocious 
band force the entrances too ^feebly guarded." 
The man fdll to the earth as he uttered the 
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words; and at the instant, Rupert of Stalbach 
ru.shed in, followed by several of his stalwart as- 
sociate. . His looks spoke deperate purposes, 
and with voice in accordance with his menacing 
air he exclaimed—“ Yield, impostor ! ”—but 
ere he could proceed in his sentence his eye 
caught the fixed and piercing look of mixed con¬ 
tempt and scrutiny sent forth from this majestic 
looking being whom he so ventured to confront. 
Rupert tuimed askance, unable to bear thia look, 
beamiAg from a countenance which seemed to 
shine in the dignity of ccnscious right. 

“ This is the work of magic,” cried Rupert, 
turning to his associates. “ He is impostor and 
wizard both. That light once beamed in Harold’s 
eyes, and this sorcerer has caught it for his own ! 
Living look casts no such expression as that!”— 
^and with these words, but without venturing again 
to brave the glance he shrunk from, he stole shud¬ 
dering away ; wliile all his blustering band quick¬ 
ly‘fcllowed him—dispersed and scattered by a 
frown ! They fled s) fast, and the aspect of the 
whole scene was so suddenly changed to -precisely 
what it was* before their irruption that it seemed 
scarcely the work of fact, but rathci' the agency 
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of some illusion, dissipated ere it was rightly ob¬ 
served. 'riie old count looked Hs amaze, Erilda 

• ^ 
was silent, her eyes fondly fixed upon ker lord, 

while resentment of Rupert’s daring, slander 
flushed her cheeks. At length Count Einhard 
spoke:—“ AVhat meant the ruffian aspersion 
said he, “docs then abandoned Raipert, the di.s- 
graced one of his name and race, hope to cover 
liis own.infamy by flinging ah attaint on thy 
honimr r" 

No an.swer met these questions. INotning was 
to be seen in the countenance of the questioned 
hut an expression of high disdain, as if he scorn¬ 
ed even to remove the slur cast upon his dignity, 
lie stiilked the room in haughty silence, when 
Erilda, as if awoke to some point in a new train 
of thought, suddenly addressed him :—“ Rut 
say, my Harold,—and it is the audacious blas- 
])hemy which mixed the vile word impostor with 
thy name .that prompts my question,—say why 
I have never yet jjeard thy lips pronounce’that 
marvellous, that mystcrictis name, so linked with 
thy foiancr fate, and vditch in yiite of my shud¬ 
dering repugnance comes still irresistibly blended 
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with every thought of thee—Rudolph of the 
ITartz ?” 

Her- look asked for reply, hut it sunk back 
within -herself as it met the furious glance that 
darted from his. His cheek glowed deeply, and 
his very forehead was Hushed—with anger it 
seemed to hdr—at the mention of this name. 
But like the e.vcitcment produced by his dream, 
this passed quickly over. In a subdued tope, 
which .nar'ied a struggle to preserve his Calm¬ 
ness unruffled, he replied ;—“ Oh, wonder not, 
my Erilda, if at the collision caused by my me¬ 
mory with that abhorred name, I feel the light¬ 
ning of thought flashing and searing my mind. 
Even in my dreaming hours the ])hrensied (it 
eomes o'er me, which haunts me at times awake. 
Wonder not then, my loved one, if even your 
angel lips cannot sanctify the odious sound of 
this one word—this solitary name, which must 
ever stand accursed in my feelings.” 

“ Rorgive me, Harold, for -n unintended mis¬ 
chief. Oh, too well I know thy bosom’s move- 
ments now—too well doth mine respond' to the 
agony of that which broods over outraged friend- 
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shi]). And if I fool this strongly, jiow must 
tliou s.iffer when thy memory,is <rouscd to h 
thought of that fell traitor ! Oh, j?ardon this flrst;^ 
this last pang by me inflicted !’’ 

Thus sjtolte ijic wife’s afleetion—solacCd and 
reassured by one word and look of kindness^ Hut 
the Count Eberhard .sighed deeply, and mused 
still more so, as if his Iccast contamed'some se¬ 
cret cause of agitation connected with the words 

jurrt spoken. «»Mcvanwhile Rupert and his rc- 

• * _ 

creant gang had disappeart^d, contetitin^ their 

» 

valour jrith a loud utterance of^threats at the 
walls of the castle from which they had so 
speedily retreated. A\^hilc the leader, to cheer 

tl»c drooping spirits of his comrades, checked his 

• 

own doubts and fears to bring quiet to theirs; 
and swore that if human laws had power to jus¬ 
tify right and puni.sh wrong, the wizard whose 
unearthly glance had so overwhelmed him should 
soon be sent back to his liege lard, tlie devil! 

A yell ilJ" loud applause hailed thft denuncia¬ 
tion, and closed th5 display t)f courageous !«oast- 
ing, which wag^xl war ^gainst witchcraft and 
wieldetf no weapons but words. 



CHAPTER V. 


AnOj'her year was gone by, a year of strife, 
contest, and disputation. For Ru])crt of Stal- 
bach, sdppoftcd and supplied by bis baffled find 
bewildered crew, urged every means that could 
agitate the question of his rights before •the 
tardy I’ribunals, and with the ill arrangedTorms 
which then distorted law and made justice a 
mere mockery. The ])roofs w'hich Ruj)crt ol- 
fered in support of his charge of imposture and 
magic resolved themselves into “ the admitted 
battle, where Sir Harold was seen to fall under 
the stroke of his twin-like assassin ; the ominous 
and evil-boding night on which the stranger ap¬ 
peared at Stcrnfels, to assume the place of the 
murdered man; his forgetfulness of several 
among the vassals and serfs who tiironged to 
welc^e his arrival' the deep fits of abstraction, 
such evidence of probable guilt; unlike the former 
well-remembered cheerfulness of Sir Harold. 
The wonderful resemblance of form and feature 
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to tlic latter wa.s not a totally unnsuaj circum¬ 
stance lictween brothers; but wjiat»could ])ro- 
ducc it in those unlinked by tic.? of blood, ex-^ 
cept the deadly arts of glamour^ that fliange 
forms and feelings, while a jdiiltcr, no doubt, 
cunningly administered to Erilda, bad iI^ all 
likelihood warped her mind to believe the retility 
of what every one elsc»must plainly .s5e to be 
false 

Many slighter links bound tfiis chain of evi- 
denee tog(;tlier. The accused hea»d ■A with 
calm cQtitcmpt. When interrogatories thronged ^ 
on him in all the subtlety of law, he merely gave 
his negative or assent, without the least remark. 
There were some who did not fail to observe 
that this looked more like cautious cunning than 
indignant truth. Numerous witnesses vouched 
for the identity of the present “ young lord” of 
Stcmfels, with him who had been bom aivl 
brought up there : others it i^ true, who passed 
for keen observers, traced what appeared some 
diserepancies in nftinner, and pointed ouf»some 
points of differ(incc in lo^vs which led them to a 
contrary conclusion, liut thesi w^rc all silenced 
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and put down In- the perfect confidence with 
which Court EI)erlnird and so many others con¬ 
firmed Sir Harold’s actual presence, and scouted 
the notion of imposture or magic. After duly 
weighing the case, and as Jlupert and his friends 
did'’’not fail to suggest, being much, if not un¬ 
duly influenced by the interest of Count Ehcr- 
hard, the judges pronounced their sentence oi' 
acquittal. It was founded on the opinion that 
“ villainy could not in any case sc-.gi-v"6 the Ik' to 
probable tyuth. That mortal memory could not 
treasure up, even though industrious- deceit 
might have collected so many, the little trivial 
incidents of youth as were constantly touched 
upon in the most natural manner by the aceust'd 
knight. That it was above all impossible that 
the former secrets of man and wife could be 
known but to one or the other: and that how- 
over common ])ersons might be deceived by a 
striking resemblance, at least the partner of a 

man’s bed tand bosom could not be so.” As to 

« 

the t'Tiargc of magic, it was 'ocouted altogether, 
resting on no proof whatever, and the only guilt 
seen by the judges was in' the conspiracy formed 
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))v the ravcii()u.s lieir of Stcrnfels and his sup- 

I 

porters, to enish an innocent man #ml olitain his 
rights. 

Wlicn the judgement wliich absolved hinj from 
this di.sgraeeful accusation was conveyed t'^the 
acquitted knight, no frown of anger could be 
traced ou bis brow—no smile of trisinplfc on liis 
li])—no vaunt broke from him over his foiled ac¬ 
cusers. Iti^any emotion a])peared, it was one of 
])ity f(«- their disgrace. 

And bow felt Krilda, during the heavy period 
Ijetween the early accusation and the final ac- 
(juittal ? Did .she, while proofs were raked to¬ 
gether and <loubts accumulated, vacillate or 
tremble for his fate ? No, lirni and confident, 
she rejiclled every surmise of uncertainty ; and 
when it was sought to shake her faith by insinua¬ 
tion, ass(!rtion, or threat, she only smiled and 
turned to him .she loved and trusted. 'I'hi.'-. 
this is true* love, fast clinging through dangei 
■uid ignominy; and4)reakiiig through the taiigTcc 
web of sus])icion, as the bifcath of morning scat¬ 
ters the*gossamcr which fiangs yi frail fe.stoon> 
from branch to branch. 

Jlupert df Stalbach, goaded almost to mad 
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ness by tiic result of liis efforts, stcjiped on from 
every gradation between liatrcd and vengeance 
‘ till hf was ripe' and ready for any desperate act. 
In spUc of the decision pronounced by the judges 
and^ approved by the world at large, he main¬ 
tained his accusation, and laboured incessantly 
for new proofs in its sujiport. The associates in 
his efforts, urged by the common ruin which 
threatened to engulf them all, did not fail him 
in cadi emergency. Hut it was^ not for ]ove of 
truth'that they sificd evidence and sought dis¬ 
covery. The'light of truth carries blindness to 
to their like, and gain is the divinity at whose 
shrine they offer homage while working in their 
own sordid cause. The fame of the disputed 
title was bruited far and wide, and the lovers of 
the marvellous did not want excitement, nor fail 
to follow it up by exaggeration. 

Still the seasons rolled on, indiflerent to the 
agitations‘of mankind; and Time, flapped his 
steady wings alike over guilt and innocence, 
though the one might fancy them to lag slowly, 
and the other to fly with redoubled speed. The 
summer grallually expired, sinking imperceptibly 
into more tcmiierate months; and'ere autumn 
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was observed to have run its career, winter was 
far advanced. A mild season* ii/a moderate 
climate brought none of those %uddcn c^iangtw 

which shake more northern latitudes. S^)ring 

# 

had again retifrned, and the pregnant _^lains 
teemed once more with life. And while in the 
new-leafed groves and woods of ^Stcrnfels the 
young nestlings chirji^d their early songs, a 
sound of blither joyanee brokc^within the halls, 
for llrilda, w'^r»tv'n the height of her own and 
her husband’s hai)i)iness, had given bijfli to a 
line boj’. 'J'he joy attendant on .such an event, 
which gave a lineal heir to the title and estates, 
and placed both beyond di.spute, might well de- 
i.iand some more than ])assing record ; buUthc 
forms of guilt Hit across the tenor of the story, 
and gathering groans seem to stifle each sound 
of revelry and rejoicing. 

AX’hile pleasure filled the halls and bowers, ana 
every heart beat high with .sympathetic j)ri(lc, 
('()unt Ebcrhard formed- the sole exceptjmi to 
the common feeling, jle was evidently fast 
droopipg to the gravc^ • Tlie lambent flame of 
life flickered and threatened to Subside. Ilis 
spirit, flutteriiig, its it were, on the world’s con- 



48 


THE DOUDI.r DOrBT. 


fines, lonj^cd to sigh itself calmly away. I'lic 
softened lusi're of liis eyes wonld at times fix 
i.amplacently oii the dear-loved group that 
watched his couch, yet at times the lids would 
close ..as if to shut out some painful forms of 
fancy, while low sighs spoke a hidden sorrow, 
and a hpctic. tinge seemed to tell that it was 
coujtled with some thought of shame. Lured 
hy the summer warmth, he often left the castle, 
accomp.anied hy his old confessoT or hy Freda, 
to wander in the eop.sc.s or glades close at hiind; 
hut oftencr he sVuight the silent woods alone, no 
witness on his wanderings hut the eye of Heaven, 
while he sent up his jnayers to the (lod of na¬ 
ture, in the fitting temple formed hy the verdant 
sod helow and the outstretched hranches above. 

The second anniversary of the day on which 
the strange minstrel appeared at the castle of 
Sternfels, followed hy him who now reignetl 
])aramount there, was now about to be kept, with 
the hifual festivities and rejoicings. On the 
evening preceding this now established festival. 
Count Eherhard shewed more than usual emo¬ 
tion. A .select party of friends were a.sscmbled 
at the castle, and they, with his o\«i family. 
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were more than commonly assiduous towards the 
old man. When the hour for refying came, he 
took from Erilda her infant son^ and pressing' 
him fervently to his hreast, he kisked him^ find 
prayed with all’ 'the grace of natural religion, 
that years of health and hap])incss might be 
granted the hoy. The pious invocation fisished. 
his mind seemed once more overcast; and after 
a pause, he said, with an effort ai composure,— 

“ Now. my friends,' night woos me to retire. 

* • 

My full heart bids ye all farCwell; yet with its 

fulness, which ought to be of unmlxed joy, one 

bitter drop of early error mingles and turns it to 

gall. The memory of this taint is always 

struggling for utterance. I’ride has long kepft 

it concealed. But duty to my beloved son here 

breaks down every restraint. His detracted 

jiurity requires the confession of my sin. When 

abandoned Rupert urged his accusal, and mixed 

the charge of magic with his wild assertion, I 

bad nearly broken mv silence, with an avowal 
• • • 
that would easily have solved the miracle, and 

melted doyn the wonder, <Jf my gon Harold’s 

likeness to that dark wretch, whose name thrills 

me with horror. I am now exhausted; but at 

D 
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i<>-iiiorroV.‘'s 1100)1, when we all with tlie iiumcroii.i 
oiKst.s of oivr festival arc assembled, I will piil) 
•iiciypiiake my'confession, moving a load of re- 
mo-.-: off inj* conscience, and e.stablishing he- 
ytJi'.d tiny further cavil the jierfect purity of my 

'o!l." 

After these words the old count withdrew, 
and whis]!ei-cd conjectures immediately arose as 
to tile promised revelation. Ikit he the mot 
concerned of all uttered no-sdund nor hazarded 
any .o])inion. B'uried in a deep reverie, he 
neither s]K)ke, nor sighed, nor moved. But his 
expressive countenance told that thought was 
husv. What feelings might he at work to move 
his li]) and light his eyes none might divine 
Kmolion for his slandered fame, wounded jiridc. 
n.'^tonisliinent, alarm, the fear of danger, jirojects 
of ill,- --any oi‘ these might produce such symj)- 
toms. And each or all were evident, as passion 
r ])r(judice coloured the minds of the several 
•^Ij.scrvcrs. 'I'lius Erilda saw nothing hut iia- 
Iit).'ll surprise and ^le frown of recollected angei' 
t’oi past injuries. One witness was there, hew- 
ivtr, v.liii.sc susjiicions took a dillucnt turn. 
He was one of those minions of Bupeit if t;::l- 
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iiacli. who, feigning friendshi]) for tWe circle ol' 
Sterntels, frecjucnted the castle o^iiy for tlu inn - 
]K)se of watching the proccedin^fs of its ijjinat?!'. 
and re])orting them to liis cnipIo\Vr, one tha! 
degraded class field in scorn hy the veriest jh■eg^ 
of guilt, a s])y ! -short, hut eloquent word that 
sp( ahs all that languagi'can tell of.infaijjy. '.rhis 
wretch saw conscious entue in the hectic Hush 
wisieli to Erilda disjtlaycd only rellected indig¬ 
nation, antr*iit^ttt!\v quickly to inform JiUjHrt 
oi' i::e scene, and imjiress him with the truth of 
111 -- otvTl commentary on it. 

'file other persons present at the scene passed 
an anxious interval hetwee n the words of Eber- 
haril and his ap])ointed hour for the promised 
,;:id wished-for confession. Erilda rose earh 
Oil the morrow; but her lord entrciited that until 

nofiu. " the hour when,” as he said, “ his heart's 

* 

forebodings of a detested consar.guinitv wer; t< 
be confirmed or dis))elled,‘’ fie mft;ht he i 't 
0)11. nor intruded on by any of the anxiytt* (>i 
( urioas visitors. She projnised strict ohedit iui. 
;.!,d l;e was leh, as he* desired, to hi' <>''n 
ti:ougllts. 

'fhe inoriiino waned, and* Count I'.berhard 
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was seen taking his slow and solitary way into 
the intricate paths of the wood, as was his wont, 
tfr prepare himscif, as all observers concluded, 
for the approacliing hour of noon- The expanse 
of heaven was cloudless. Its deep intensity of 
blue was so clear and so exquisitely bright, that 
it seemed as though the arduous vision might 
have pierced its unfathoihed depths. No breeze 
stirred the grass nor moved the light shadows of 
tree or herb. The thin-curlhsg''smoke rose up 
ill a stBaight column*to the sky. The swallows 
glided past on languid wings. The fig’s broad 
leaves hung flaccid. The gasping throats of the 
singing birds gave out a faint and trembling 
tone. Heat ruled the hours. It was now burn¬ 
ing noon; the old count was nowhere to be seen; 
and the gathering vassals, together with the 
members of the family and the household, press 
in anxious throngs towards the path which he 
had been observed to take. Alarm began to fly 
ammig the crowd. They broke away in straggling 

i 

gr<,u})s, and their loud halloos were soon heard 
breaking from all quarters of thb wood. 

Freda chtise her path alone, in the direction 
of a shaded grotto, which she knew, to be a fa- 
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vourite retreat of her grandsire. ^Sfcarcely had 
she entered the deep glen in wlytli this solitary 
spot stood, when a shriek bAkc throiigh (lie 
woods from her well-distinguished voi^f of a 
tone so piercing that it silenced the shouting 
groups and filled all with the horrid conviction 
of some dire calamity. I'hc .terror-stricken 
hearers rushed from every direction towards that 
of the sound, whose meaning, they panted yet 
tren^bled to eftstbver. Bursting throygh the 
lirusb-wood which obstruefed the way, the first 
comeTs had just reached the ‘grotto’s mouth,* 
when they saw I'reda stretched senseless on the 
earth, and, prostrate within the grot, the body of 
Clount Eberhard bathed in blood. Death*but 
not natural death, was stamped on his pale face 
and convulsed features; and closer examination 

discovered three wounds close to his heart. It 

0 

was evidently a practised arm that wrought the 
death-blows on that vital spot.* But the trained 
murderer had met a subborn resistance fr«nt the 
brave old man. A furiows struggle had marked 
the gTQund. llis garipdhts weyj tom as though 
he had fought away his life. Dne hand was 
deeply gajhed frum a prob^le effort to wrench 
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the blade &oin his assassin’s hand. The other 

\ 

held fast clenhh&l a lock of black hair, snatched 
coiivulsivcly froril his head. Such was the i)ic- 
turc tJiat met the view. 

Horror seemed to have congealed the observ¬ 
ers, and for awhile no hand ventured to touch 
the dead body, or lift up Freda to recovered 
sense. At length however they raised her from 
the earth, while a few, with nerves more tirmly 
strung than the rest, bore out'the corpse, and 
they moved along to^^ards the castle in sad pro¬ 
cession, blood-sfains marking their route. Re¬ 
ports of the dreadful discovery soon reached the 
castle. The shocked household poured forth in 
breathless haste; but outstripping all comers, 
were two, w'ho rushed on in that desperate speed 
which urges the hope-bereft sufferer to what he 
knows for inevitable ruin. It was thus that 
Erilda and her husband came on. She flung a 
volume-speaking glance of agony upon the bleed¬ 
ing dorpsc—then sprang forward and clasped the 
still insensible Freda in her arms. I’ressed to 
the natural home of Ifer mother’s bosom, the 
girl awoke. Mcr first w'andering gaze seemed to 
fix on no particular object. The first that 
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vaiiglit it was her father, leaning over her with a 
Moe-strftek expression in his lo 6 ky. Instantly 
tlie repetition of the horrid scream, befbre 
shoekiiiff to tlie hearers, but now more f£iiij,t, a'- 

O ^ 

d' it were but flib echo of the former which hud 

* 

lain until then in her bosom's depths, broke from 
her, and at the same moment she exclaimed. 
“Oh! murderer!—fatBer!’’ and then closed 
her eyes and turned aside as thojigh his prescnct 
were in tolerable* * 

“ Great Heavens !" cried* her sire, raii^iBg his 
hanilsT^owards heaven; “ she rates in phrensy— 
'he knows not what she says, nor whom she 
^ees ! Oh, God! who hast snatched my father 
£0 thine anger, in mercy spare my child!’’ 

Her eyes again reopened—again fixed on him 
—again shot forth rays of frantic brilliancy— 
while “ murderer, and father!” were still her an¬ 
guished exclamations. 'I'he startled concourse, 
reeovering^from their first affrighted*amazcmcnt, 
no longer searched for evidence in*thc gaping 
wounds of the dead coiyit. A burst of *light 

seemed at once to break «n them. The scene of 

^ • • 

the preceding evening—the promisfed revelation, 
which might pcr]iaps have "involved truths of 
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some damping import to him most affected in its 
bearing—thei-naming’s privacy self-sought by 
Ivm on whom all eyes were now fixed, against 
whom all hands were ready to be raised,—all was 
seen with one glance of reverting conviction, and 
each is satisfied that son, impostor, parricide, 
were identified together in the person of Rudolf 
of the Hartz! 

From the stup,efaction which first overwhelmed 
them, the crowd now sprang to^ribus agitation. 
Fiercely vehement 4;o gather the truth, they 
questioned Freda, and hearkened with impatient 
fury to the short sad tale sobbed forth by the 
child in the unhesitating candour of youth. 
“ A s I approached the grotto I saw my grancl- 
sire’s bleeding body stretched on the earth— 
my father, mulfled in his cloak, stood beside it— 
he said nothing, but looked pale, and frowned— 
he held a red-bladed dagger in his hand—I 
thought he laughed horridly as he saw me sink¬ 
ing down—1 know nothii^ farther.” 

“ Fnough ! enough } Too much for human 
nature ! Oh, monstrous ! horrible !” and such 
like expressions burst spontaneously from the 
throng, who rushed round the unresisting culprit; 
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and white some clamoured for instant^stice and 
strove to immolate him on the the less in¬ 
flamed majority succeeded in preserving l^rw-'f^' 
the vengeance of the offended fews. H e^w as 
soon bound firnaly, dragged away to the neigh¬ 
bouring town, and plunged, as a loathed crimi¬ 
nal, into its deepest prison cell. 

For three days and nights he lay in the living 
burial of his solitude, while propfs and prepara¬ 
tions for trial arflJ^xecution were making.^ Left 
to brood on his coming fate,"no sound fell.on his 
ear to**tcll the tread of time. So deep did his 
dungeon lie in earth, that the ponderous bell 
of his prison, which flung its mighty tone for 
leagues over the surrounding country, failed* to 
reach him. Ilis aching eyes vainly strove to 
catch a glimpse of light when the thick door 
opened to admit his food—for though the broad 
radiance pains the vision, as when the lazy sun¬ 
beams crawl on some less hideous cSll, still the 
blessed smile of day gilds even the linljs* of 
slavery’s chain. But the i^dendid mockery came 
not on hjm ! 

And turning our contemplation fo? awhile from 
the captive„let us fix it on her "who walks abroad 

D 3 
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in freedoirf ^ Free—but what a frightful liberty ! 
Chains, bonu^^c, persecution, arc as nought 
pure bVeast feels no pang of remorse 
agitating the lieaven of conscious innoccnce- 
Ilut when that purity is so sensitive that it finds 
guilt in its own unintended complicity with evil, 
and sclf-rcproach springs from every reflection 
on the past, then is the mind wretched in pro¬ 
portion as it is virtuous. And so now did Erilda 
sink at once from the frail emintSIce of deliglit into 
woe’s most intense ahyss. She viewed herself as 
the guiltiest wfetch that lived. A murderer for 
her lord—an impostor for her husband-^her in¬ 
fant son a spurious outcast — herself wilfully 
blinded to the horrid reality by some impidsive 
and sinful instinct, which did not revolt her the 
less from its being involuntary and abhorrent to 
her better feelings. Such were the pangs which 
assailed her heart when the first accusation ut¬ 
tered by Ff-eda fell on her harrowed mind; when 
in hue moment of agony, fears, doubts, and self- 
upbraidings, swept confusedly across her brain 
like fiends rushing at flic waving of some wizard’s 
wand. Mafty circumstances, which at their oc¬ 
currence passed unheeded, now returned in groups 
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of terror. While separate, they we^ as nought 
—when combined, a torrent tffoagony. Ili.s 
dream—his vacant memory on*slight poh^tW>f 
fact and as to indiflerent persons—his inflamed 
ehcek and angty look when she first mentioilfcd 
the name of lludolf in natural antipathy—these 
-iud the like reflections, coming quick on the 
identified fact of such St murder, caused a shock 
which might have broken the hardest lieart. 
Vet she bore it««for awhile all meek and gentle 
as she was, but it was too much for long Cndur- 
ai;cc. ^ The third day after thetdreadful disco¬ 
very saw her stretched helpless in the bed of 
iutfering—fever in her blood and phrensy in her 
brain. 

'I'he hour of trial at length arrived. The 
Judges, in all the ferocious anxiety for conviction 
natural to those times, but foreign to the notion 
of ours, hael taken their places, surrounded witfi 
armed men, and armed in all the terrors of mili- 
lary power. The prisoner too was there, loaded 
with chains and guarded by ^im gaolers, white the 
lieadsman stood hy, axe in hand, and personify- 
ing all the horrors of torture and execution. 
1 he crowds, who were by special indulgence ad- 



60 


THE DOUBLE DOUBT. 


mitted to tjic court of trial, gazed on tlie digni- 
tied mien andJiLUghty demeanour of the culprit, 
but. shrank backi. as he was led along, from the 
touch of his very garments, while the rattling of 
hl'o chains made them quake wiih fear. A ga¬ 
thering horror crept through the hall. A total 
stillness reigned around, broken only by the clank 
of the fetters as the prisoner moved his shackled 
limbs, or by the hollow echoings which rang out¬ 
side, from the hammers with which fhe workmen 
fasten'ed the planks and beams of the scaffold. 

The process' of trial, as was too comifion in 
criminal matters during the feudal times, was 
prompt. Ere the opening forms were begun 
the .minds of the judges were made up, and the 
anticipated sentence already ran through the 
throng. Every one knew the proofs to be ad¬ 
duced, and no one dreamt of sifting evidence or 
reconciling discrepancies. In an age of blood 
acquittal wac but disappointment, and the sub¬ 
lime maxini of holy writ on which the theory of 
our bwn law is found^ed was then wholly over¬ 
looked or despised. But in the present case the 
most sceptical were satisfied. Guilt seemed as 
fully established as-the broad light of day. The 
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blood-stiffened braid of black hair^was of the 
very Shade of the prisoner’s, •^hie murderer’s 
foot-prints in the turf were exactly the 
his. Other circumstantial proofe have h^pn al¬ 
ready noticedVand it was agreed by all that Stif- 
ficient time was allowed between the perpetration 
of the murder and the assassin’s escajjie by the 
winding ways througlf the wood towards the 
castle, from which he was seen running with 
Erilda on the -*larm being given. These were 
in themselves evidences sufficient. Ilyt* when 
the Ciembling h’reda was led‘along into the* 
court, pale and in tears, drooping her lovely head 
like a withered lily, the loud sighs and sobs of 
the beholders—all unheard by her—were quickly 
followed by murmurs of vengeance and calls for 
judgement. Her pre.scnce was conclusive proof 
The prisoner had hitherto maintained a total 
silence. But when he saw this last and loveliest 
witness, he struck his forchca(> witluhis clenched 
hand, and deeply groaning, exclaimed “J^ate 
is too strong for me !” i^e closed his eye^for a 

moment, and Ifis head •sank on his breast. It 

• • • 

was but for one moment, for ir» the next he 

sprang uy, as if indignant* at the complaint 
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thus wrung-from him. Ilis pale eyes beamed 
in the seeming 'iustre of suffering virtue’,' and, 
like .iui areli iixcd firmer by every increase 
of pressure, he gained strength from each ad- 
difiPnal load of obloquy and ‘‘■wrong. The 
awe-struck observers gazed on him, marvelling 
how so licnd-like a being could thus bear the 
as})cct of a demi-god. Ih'eda, obeying the com¬ 
mands of the judges, began to answer their ques¬ 
tions in the words of her formcrly».told recital; but 
the impatience of tho people would not wait for 
diis, to their aninds, unnecessary forifiality. 
Yells and threats burst out all around; and the 
judges, hurried away by the violence of the 
crowd and the sympathy of their own excitea 
passions, pronounced the sentence of death, 
which decreed agonies of torture and excesses of 
ignominy to the doomed body of the culprit, that 
make men of the present times shudder andblu.sb, 
for what tlmir sjxjcies was in those dark and 
bloody days. The prisoner heard the sentence 
and the infuriate shouts by which it was hailed, 
but he stood unmoved, like a rock lashed by the 
frantic waves,' and as calm as that wide tract of 
ocean which remains perpetually still, though 
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thunder roars and lightnings fla.shywithont ces¬ 
sation above its waves. 

The headsman and his assistants hd.f] -^’tcir 
coarse hands on their prey, and ^ith triumphant 
delight they were about to lead him to tlie^id- 
joiiang room wlicre the rack stood ready—the 
crowd poured out towards this place of exhibition 
—the judges preparedlo quit the judgment-scat 
— when, rising above the ^any discordant 
sounds, a louu"vbicc was heard, crying out in 
])iereing tones, “ Mercy !«—justice !—he* is in¬ 
nocent ! 

'rhe interruption was so unlooked for, and the 
assertion so startling, that curiosity and wonder 
for a inomcmt overmastered the eager longing 
tor blood and the desire of vengeance. Tree 
jtassage was made for a man who burst through 
the throng, and it was soon discovered that it 
was lJupert of Stalbach who forced his onward 
way. and^threw himself at tin? feet wf the judges. 
•• Mercy for me! and justice for‘him I”.cried 
the suppliant, with convulsed voice, wliTle his 
haggiyd looks and b^ofld-shot ^eyes bore witness 
to his past and present suffering; “ Tor him 
against tjhom hell has wotked in vain. \o' 
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It could not be that trutli, honour, and inno¬ 
cence should f.,U' beneath the stroke of infamy. 
Ofi»T«.th his dishonouring chains ! Head in his 
noble, countenante if he be a parricide and an 
ini'Jjostor! Wonder at if yc musE,”but also obey 
the words of Heaven, speaking truth and fact 
through me its unworthy instrument! And pity 
me if yc will while urged‘on by my remorse thus 
to load my own n-Tme with infamy ! Oh, Harold 
—deeply injured as thou hast becti—fix not thine 
eyes thus terribly upon me! their last glance 

. I 

'drove me to desperation—they now fill me with 
despair ! It was not I that dealt the blow—no, 
there, there he stands, whose parricidal arm 
struck down thy father and his own—wliile I 
stood aloof, as criminal but less bloody !" 

With unsteady hand he here pointed to a 
man whose towering height made him easily re¬ 
cognized among the crowd, but whose slouched 
cap and who»c mantle held high had hitherto 
conctalcd his face from observation. Those 
around him shrunk back at Rupert’s words; but 
a better spirit cncoura^ng some, they cprang 
upon him as h'c attempted to escape, and in spite 
of his vigorous resistance they overpowered him 
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and dragged hi.s concealment aside, ^nc glance 
broke the long mystery! Ja^es, gaolers, 
guards, and every individufd of the promis.crov.s 
crowd, threw with wild wonder th«ir looks J(jrom 
this new captiv?;*to him whose death-march hSK 
for a moment been halted—then back again with 
a new intensity of amaze—turning iirst from the 
demoniac villain denouficed by llupcrt, to his 
living likeness Sir Harold of Steyifels—and then 
back from him ti/*Rudolf of the Hartz! 

Order and form were completely ovei;tdrncd 
in the’ assemblage. The first iihpulse was now 
to list to liupert’s completion of the confession, 
so incoherently begun, that the darkest part of 
the mystery might be explained. Broken in 
upon by sobs and sighs which seemed to ease his 
overloaded breast, the repentant reprobate pro¬ 
ceeded in his connectless, but still convincing 
revelation. His first efforts went to extenuate 
his own early errors. He spdke with a bitter 
penitence of what was past; and a flood of t«ars 
rushed out as he alludccj to the long-enjoyed 
friendshjp of thoke whom ‘he had so successfully 
laboured to render wretched and* to destroy. 

At length,” sai^ he, “ whdn I had reached 
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In one of the wil3 and thickly wooded.valleys 
of the Rhine, in a spot as Resolatc as tl>c story 
connected with it is dismal, are *still to be seen 
some crumbling ruins of what was once a plain 
but handsome chapel. Half concealed with 
moss and brambles, and rising above a steep 
crag close to these ruins, the fragments of a 
tomb arc yet in evidence. The word Liba, in 
German characters, is plainly legible. Several 
other broken words are scarcely distinguishable, 
but they tejl no story of the tenant that has for 

centuries mouldesed below. Tradition, however, 

• * 

has preserved one. The* name of the place is 
Trucnfals ; and\)oth mpifument .'«nd chapel were 
erected to the memory of a maidcn*who died in 
the flower of youths hundreds of years ago. 

K 2 



7C Tiir thagedy oi- 

In the neighbourhood of tliis dreary spot lived 
an old knight'namcd Sir Tlalther of the Mount, 
with Liba, his only daughter. Thi.s daughter 
was .V- lovely and so amiable, that several of the 
young nobles, whose families then possessed, and 
whose castles ornamented the district of the 
Seven I'Tountains, entered into brisk rivalry for 
the possession of her hand. Hut Sir Balthcr 
had promised it to Sihert of I'lcnthal, and Liba 
had shown no objection to the match. Had her 
father indeed dcstinc'd her for the oldest, ugliest, 
,tnd most ill-tempered of her suitors, this pattern 
of lllial obedience had not murmured, however she 
might have mourned. It may well then be l)c- 
lieved with Avhat pleasure she confirmed her 
parent’s choice of the handsomest, kindest, and 
bravest youth of the countr}'. 

, Sir Balther, who was proud and fierce, like 
most of his brother feudatories, had been for 
years in coilstant enmity with the Archbi.shop of 
(adogne, of whom he was the assal. llis fiery 
spirit lost no o]>])ortuiiity of raising fresh quar¬ 
rels, and his ha.iglity temper neither brooked in- 
juiy^ nor concealed anger. One day, during the 
access of one of his frequent fits of enmity against 
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tl)e prelate, he entertained at his castle a com¬ 
pany 6i friends, all deeply imbutd with his own 
feelings. Young Sibert alone Vas absent from 
the feast, from some accidental cifuse. 

As the heating effects of large potations oi 
Hhine-wine fermented the blood of the inflam¬ 
mable company, explosions of rage ,took place, all 
directed against the ab4l;nt archbishop, and des¬ 
tined to be too fatally followed up. 

“ How," cried ‘Schott of Grunstein, “ could 
mortal man, much less a* spurred and. Celted 
knight, submit to this exaction f To claim my 
kine, my sheep, the very lambs yet unweaned ! 
I'o force from me at once both lay tribute and 
clerical tithes ! lly Heavens, it is too bad ! It 
must not, it cannot be borne !" 

“ No—no more than his insult to my honour," 
exclaimed Hugo of Wolfsbratten, “slightedby 
him in the very church ! ‘L'hc torch whdeh I 
held in the procession refused his Blessing, be- 
cause it was caiajed by me ! Me, whose Jjiood 
is, methinks, more pure ithan his whose shield 
bears qyarterings ”- 

“ Tut, tut, brother," interrupted the old lord 
of Swalbach, “.what is this grievance com- 
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pared to mine ? No priest, no prince, no pope 
even could besi attaint to the honour of Wolfs- 
hratten—hut hais not yon proud prelate tom my 
very .squire from my protection ? And does he 
not lie this hour imprisoned in Cologne ?” 

“ Ay, and has he not lowered my hminer 
from tlte catliedral choir, and whitewashed the 
wall in the place where it hung ?” vociferated 
Ulrich von Zw^ammelthorp, at the same time 
striking the table with his clenched list, so as to 
make goblets, flask's, and glasses dance in a 
fashion that was certainly common enough to 
the drinking-bouts of those and later days. 

The climax of outrage and indignity an¬ 
nounced by the last speaker threw the listeners 
completely off their centre. It was bad enough 
to distrain cattle for dues, to refuse a benediction 
to the torch of an obnoxious intruder, to imprison 
the roaring partisan of a turbulent freebooter; 
but to sweep away the cobweb from ..a banner of 
nobility, and whitewash the filth which it had 
for half a century concealed and fostered, was 
indeed too bad«' The bpisterous conspirators— 
for such they were to a man—broke all bounds 
of decorum or prudence, and uttered the most 
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uncompromising threats of vengeance. A dozen 
diffcreni plans for earrying those threats into 
execution were proposed by as»many dittcreni 
voices; and all were confounded an uproaj ot 
feudal clamour.** One talked of a public mani- 
festo against the various instances of wrong. 
Another insisted on a declaration of rights. A 
third recommended a letf^e of the injured lords, 
offensive and defensive. A fourth urged an im¬ 
mediate levy of mefa, and a war of despersition. 

Sir Balthcr, as in duty bound, listened'with 
IS much patience as he could cdhimand to the 
outbursts of his choleric and rebellious guests; 
and having, from his situation as host, been able 
to preserve his head rather more clear than the 
rest, be had sense enough to see that all these 
))arallel proposals, though tending towards the 
same object, were none of them coming or able 
to come to the point. He therefore made a sig¬ 
nal for silence, but that obtaiiled little succes.s. 
He next roared,<t the topmost pitch of his v»icc. 
a request to be heard. Jlut his proposal was 
drowned among the rjsl. He ,next devi.scd .i 
plan which succeeded in stopping Tor a moment 
the mouths of the party. He filled his glass. 
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and raised it, intimating that he was about to 
propose a toast; and while all drained \he last 
drops of their gtblets to the animating sentiment 
of “ Death to-our archbishop and arch enemy !” 
-the president seized the opportunity to deliver 
himself of the following pithy speech ;— 

“ Brother knights, my very esteemed guests, 
ye are all but a pack of asses ! What do you, 
and I, and all qf us wantRevenge? How is 
it to he obtained ? By treaties, and leagues, and 
proclamations? No—but by action, instant, 
immediate, desperate action ! Our persecuting 
enemy is this very day absent from Cologne— 
this very hour at Urbach, consecrating the new 
church—will be this very night on his way back 
to the strong hold of his tyranny. Shall he 
ever reach it alive? A hundred bold men-at- 
arms can overpower his unprepared guard, taken 
by surprise, and probably half drunk. Shall the 
archbishop then ever reach home alive ?” 

“.Never, never! We swear.^;!, we swear it!” 
was the solemn answar, uttered in full deep 
chorus; and ev''ry one'instantly sobered.by the 
terrible solemnity of the pledge, they hastened 
off, to gather each his quota of followers, agree- 
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ing on a certain place of rcndezvons—where all 
in due time met. 

That night the Archbishop of Cologne was a 
corp.se. Waylaid and surprised, his escort made 
a feeble resistf^ppe; and he found no nftrey, 
having rarely shewed any to his enemies. 

The emperor for the time being, often the just 
avenger of crime, as often the upholder of^vrong, 
but in most cases moved by their direet or in¬ 
direct influence on his own prerogatives, saw in 
this transaction a flagrant violation of* Jaw, 
justice, and authority, and resolved to make a 
terrible example of the oflenders. Within a few 
weeks from the night of the archbishop’s murder 
a'most every one of the confederates died on the 
scaffold, or were hung on gibbets erected on the 
scene of their crime. The confessions of several 
threw the chief blame on Sir Balther. He had 
not yet been made amenable to justice—or 

vengeance, with which it is so often confounded 

* • 

On hearing‘of the arrest and execution of his 
accomplices, he p?lt his castlo.into the best s*t«te 
of defence; and ^as he hoped for no mercy, he 
resolved to sell his life as? dearly as lie could. 

.\o one, whether* a friend or foe of the un- 

ft 
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fortunate archbishop or his unlucky enemies, 
was more shocked or grieved at these events 
than young Sibert of Ulenthal. He thanked 

I 

Heaven and his patron saint full many a time 
that' he had been absent from the fatal party at 
whi?h the plot was laid, and at his being thus 
preserved, to save at least his beloved Liba from 
the destruction to which her too guilty father 
was doomed. He repaired to the court of the 
emperor, obtained an audience, threw himself at 
his feet, and implored his imperial pennissi m to 
accompany the force destined for the attack and 
destruction of Sir Balther’s castle, and to bear 
away harmless the innocent daughter to whom 
he was affianced, although the utmost excess pf 
ruin and certain death was inviolably decreed 
against the father. 

It would be long to tell and tedious to describe 
the preparations made for the attack of Sir 
llalthcr’s almost impregnable retreat, impreg¬ 
nable at least in days before the invention of 
guppowder allowed the blastiiig mine to spring 
beneath security’s feet, or the bursting shower 
of shells and rockets to fall on the doomed heads 
of the besieged. But many r bold squadron and 



THE TRUEKFELS. 


83 


platoon was marched forward to the enterprise. 
Machines of powerful effect battered the castle 
walls, and javelins, stones, and arrows, did great, 
destruction on the small but desperate garrison. 
Sir Balther or^ jiis part was not idle, and fhucli 
slaughter was done on the lines of the exasperated 
imperialists. 

The bold Sir Balther Was constantly tfttposcd. 
as he led on sorties against his assailants or 
reconnoitred their approaches from his towers 
and battlements. He was lucky enouglj to 
escape even without a wound; b|it one clay he 
received a shock greater than any that coidd be 
effected by the worst missile on perceiving young 
Sibcrt of IJlenthal in the enemy’s ranks. He 
could scarcely believe his eyes; and to confirm 
their evidence he called Liba to his side. Sin 
too saw this apparent proof of her lover’s worse 
than desertion—for his presence there s])ok( 
breach of honour as well as of affection. Sir 
Balther’s btffd nerves became more firjnly braced 
at sight of what Tie thought a, new enemy, •'flu 
gentle Liba was differently affected. She sunk 
insensibfe in her fathei*s arms, was carried in 
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that State to her chamber, and only revived to 
the full conviction of her misery. 

In the mean while young Sibert, filled with 
new hope^at the partial sight of his mistress, 
advaftced towards the walls wjth outstretched 
arme, and endeavoured to express by his 
gestures that he was come to save her and bear 
her froVn the dreadM fate that impended over 
the other inmates of the castle. Sir Balther 
allowed him to approach within certain range of 
an amw, and seizing the bow from the hands of 
an archer close by him, he discharged the flying 
weapon with unerring aim. 

“ That for thy traitorous heart!” cried he, as 
the bow-string twanged and the arrow- cu-*^ 
through the air. 

“ Thank Heaven, he has it!” was the next 
exclamation as the weapon too surely struck its 
»mark. Sibert was carried off to the besiegers’ 
camp. Sir Balther took care speedily to inform 
the wretched Liba of his exploit. Her despair 
was^wow complete. And the fury of the contest 
between besiegers and besieged reached a greater 
height than ever. 
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Within ten days from this event the eastle 
was reduced to the last extremity. The scaling 
ladders of the foe were fairly planted against the 
walls. One after another its works were carried; 
and at length,yn one night of gloom and%torm 
the very body of the place was in the powtcr of 
the imperialists. A final assault made them 
masters of all; and slaughter, piHagc,»and de¬ 
vastation were to be seen throughout, by the 
blaze of the fire, which in every part consumed 
the .na.ssive building. 

I'ho beautiful Liba would wiyingly have met 
death at the hands of the foe. 13ut .she dared 
not venture to encounter their libertine fury. 
Half dressed, v/ith flowing hair, and trembling 
steps, she fled therefore to the refuge of her 
father’s protection. Traversing corridors and 
halls which resounded with the shouts of the 
victors, and where at every step she encountered 
the dead or the dying glaring in the fierce light 
(jf the conflagration, she at last rcacltpd a distant 
court yard and There perceivicd her father despe¬ 
rately fighting with his last few adherents against 
I’earful *odds. Just ai? she was* darting to his 
side, to share the ^atc lie braved, her arm was 



86 


THE TRAGEDY OF 


forcibly caught in the grasp of a man and in a 
moment he drew her to him and clasped her to 
his breast. 

“ Oh ! mercy, mercy !” cried she. “ Strike me 
to tiie/'heart, but spare my honov\r.!” 

“ Liba, dost thou not know me ?” murmured 
a voice which even then spoke not in vain to her 
heart’s •sympathies. It was Sibert, who but 
]iartly recovered from his wound, but still faint 
and ailing, had left the camp and braved the 
perils of the assault, unarmed save by the sin- 
.spiring passion on which he reckoned to bear 
him safe. 

“ Sibert! not dead Oh Heaven pity me ! 
my brain wanders. They told me thou wert 
dead—killed by my father’s hand! ” 

“ No, Liba, I live for thee and love. All 
may now be well. Thy father’s cruel weapon 
d-anklcd in my breast, but thy image was there 
before it to neutralize the barbed point. Now 
fly, fly, my beloved ! I am not, as thou seest, 
an eiuany. I have tSie emperor’s full pardon for 
thee—^liis commands to snatch thee hence. Turn, 
I.iba, turn with me from tiiis horrid scene.” 

“ And my father 
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“ Oh, name him not in such an hour as this! 
The ban is on his head—^nothing may save him 
—and all that aid, abet, or linger near him are 
doomed to inevitable ruin!” 

“ Then welcome ruin ! Farewell, Sibwt* for 
ever!” exclaimed Liba, springing from the in¬ 
effectual grasp of her distracted lover, and gain¬ 
ing with a bound the side of her desperate 
parent. 

“ Ah, my child! my dear daughter!” cried 
the old warrior, forgetting even his furieus re- 
vengc in beholding her whom he^had quite given 
up for lost; and he dropped his sword’s point 
and threw wide the arm that held his protecting 
shield that he might freely receive her as she 
threw herself on his breast. The very ruffians 
who had assailed him, reeking with blood and 
hot for slaughter, paused awhile from their fell 
work, and gazed on the affecting scene of filial, 
and paternal love. 

“ Now iFclcome death indeed! 5h it is hap- 
])iness to escap> disgrace aiyl die thus witkjliec, 
iny father!” exclaimed *Liba, hanging on Sir 
Balthtfr’s neck and embracing htm wildly. 

“ Take them aJive !” cried the commander of 
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tlie foes, who now prepared to resume their at¬ 
tack. “ Let no weapon touch them on peril of 
your heads! Torture and the gallows for the 
old man—but the girl is my prize!” 

“'Illy, father! Dearest father, fly !” exclaimed 
Liba- as Sir Balther, throwing his shield before 
him, rushed once more upon his enemies. She 
clung to'his aim and prevented his advance, still 
imploring him to fly. 

“ Fly, girl! Where There is no safety but 
in desperation and death ! Look at the flames 
that eva’ywhere burst out ? Como on, cowards ! 
come on!” 

“ Father, father, you see they will not fight 
with you. Oh, plunge your sword into- my 
breast sooner than let me fall into their hands!” 

“ That I cannot do, by Heavens!” replied 
the old chieftain. “ Thou art at this moment 
tlie living portrait of thy mother. I cannot kill 
her child !” and he once more caught his daughter 
in his arms, anti strained her with a fierce emo¬ 
tion t!>"his breast. 

‘‘ Oh fly, then; there is yet an opening down' 
there to the vaults !” cried Liba, endeavburing 
to lead him to the archway, through which a 
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narrow passage seemed yet left between tlie 
dame and smote that burst out at«citber side. 

“ Away then, away, ere 1 repent me of my 
own dishonour, which now 1 prefer to thmg!” 
exclaimed tlie filflier, at the same time flinging 
his shield and sword with desperate force at the 
group of enemies who stood before him, their 
weapons pointed out to lKe])him at ba)'. In the 
same instant, snatching the cloajc from a dead 
body at his foot, he wrapped it round Liba, and 
before the lookers on had time to recover from 
their amaze, both father and dHughter disap- 
])earcd in the open archway. 

“ Pursue them, pursue—and bring back the 
girl alive !"’ cried the hoarse voice of the com¬ 
mander ; but liis orders were unavailing. Just 
as the men rushed forward the beams and ma¬ 
sonry of the archway fell with a loud crash. A 
volume of smoke, flame, and dust rose thickly 
up; and no one doubted but that th« chieftain 
and his daughtcijiad perished. 

But fate had not quite Icfcfall its heavy hanefon 
the dcsti^tute paii* Forcing their Tfny along, they 
reached the subterranean vaults, bftt not both 
unharmed. Liba, securely wrafpped in the dead 
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soldier’s cloak, was unscathed by the fire through 
which she passed. Sir Balther, withe at such 
shelter, was grievously scorched. His eyes felt 
as ^though portions of the flame had settled in 
them. His agony was great; ‘and but for his 
daughter’s sake he had lain down at once and 
waited for death, which had now been welcome 

r> o 

come in what shape it might. 

Wandering ,on at random, for Sir Balther 
could not see his way through the subterraneous 
windings which he 'knew so well, and Liba was 
quite ignorant of their intricate paths, they at 
length reached an outlet. It admitted them into 
the deep forest which surrounded the castle at a 
short distance; and the flames from the burning 
pile allowed the half sinking and half maddened 
girl to sec sufficiently before her and prevent any 
accident to her father or herself from the un¬ 
equal and obstructed soil. Worn out at length 
with exertion of body and mind, she sank on the 
earth, and slept in spite of all J'er suffering, her 
agonized parent watchmg her—yet almost hoping 
for her sake ".nd his own that she might never 
more awake, for were her sorrows ended by 
death, he felt that then he too might die. 
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The songs of birds, the bright smiles of the 
morning sun, the pure breath of th^early breeze, 
the fragrance of opening flowerts, formed the 
combination of natural delights wWch brok^ on 
Liba’s awakening* senses. For a moment all 
seemed as if she lay in paradise. But memory 
is to wretchedness what conscience is to guilt— 
both ever ready to drag ftieir victims back to the 
view of what the one has done and the other 
suffered. ’Tis the* happy alone who revel in 
oblivion. Even virtue is deliied the enjoypient, 
if sorrow has once crossed its path* 

And Liba, now alive to a full consciousness of 
her own woes, found her only chance of tem¬ 
porary forgetfulness in the contemplation of her 
father’s desolate and dreadful state. Roused to 
exertion by the sacred duty of solacing his suf¬ 
ferings,, she led him farther into the forest, ga¬ 
thered plants whose soothing qualities were 
known to her and applied them to bis burning 
eyes, sought water to quench his thirk, made a 
bed of leaves and moss on which he might strive 
to repose, and gathered,^ld fruks and berries 
to allay the cravings of nature. Fof utterly de- 
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spairing as were both parent and child, they 
still clung to life, though had death bettti offered 
hy other hand? than their own they would each 
h^ve joyfully* embraced it. 

For several days they thuS 'existed; having 
discovered in the wilderness a cave that sheltered 
them from the wind and rain, and secured them 
from all danger of discovery. In this state of living 
burial, they continued. Sir Balther being wholly 
blind, and Liba exhausting every means of sub¬ 
sistence afforded by the wild vicinage of their 
sanctuary. 

Forced to extend her wanderings in search of 
these scanty supplies, she one day descried the 
figure of a man pensively leaning against a tree. 
Terror kept her motionless ^or a moment, and 
fixed her gaze upon him. It was Sibert, who 
pursued in almost utter hopelessness his daily 
task of seeking the fugitives, whom he alone 
persisted in believing not to have been de- 
stijoyed,—true to that instinct (so often an in¬ 
fatuation) that will n««,t let lovers loose their hold 
of hope. 

Liba’s fiist impulse was to call on Sibert’s 
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name and fling herself into his arms. Hut an 
instant's diought repelled the natunal suggestion 
of lier heart. “ No,” thought shf, “ he at least 
shall not be involved in our ruin—“he shall^nyt 

he sacrificed by’flic contagion of our touch !” 

• 

And retiring unperccived, she retraced her steps 
to the dreary cavern whieh was now her only 
home. 

'riius had .she three times -tioluntarily re- 
noiir.ccd the belovetT object of her pure passion, 
on giouads of as pure priifbiple ; first, iy the 
belief of his inlideiity to her father’.s cause; .se¬ 
condly, rather than abandon that parent to se¬ 
cure her own safety ; and lastly, to avoid com- 
laoinising thi.s adored lover in the destruction to 
vliieh they were doomed. Such generous de¬ 
votion surely merited reward. J,ct us hope that 
it received an am])le share,—but it was not on 
thi.s earth ! 

A\'ouud uji by this stretch of forbearance to 
that state of overstrained buoyancy which tiie 
martyrs of virtue fancy to* be hajtpiness, Liba 
1 /turned to her father, wi^lT a light*,step, a beam- 
ino countenance, and a beating httart. Her 
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fancied triumph over the natural impulses of her 
heart was soon however sinking into des,. ondency. 
But any token of despair was for the instant 
averted by her father’s proposing, for the first 
time, to quit his retreat and Breathe the open 
air. Taking Liba’s hand in his, he said, “ I 
know not how it is with me' to-day, my child, 

I 

but I feel a something*! cannot describe which 
calls me into the sight of heaven. It is as 
though a feeling from the skies (which, alas ! I 
must never see) urged me forth. I am irresist- 
ably impellea to obey this call. It is like a 
noiseless summons from on high. Come then, 
Liba, lead me into the sunshine, though I may 
not know its brightness! The day is clear and 
serene, is it not ?” 

“ ’Tis sultry, my father, rather than serene. 
But the blue sky is only disfigured by one dark 
cloud which will no doubt pass quickly away.” 

“ Lead' me then to the blessed beams of light, 
that I m'ay feel them warm my chilled heart 

V 

once more. 

“ This way then, my father—this way to the 
lone gray rock which stands singly in the forest, 
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and whence one may sec the blue waters of the 
Rhine-ooh! forgive me, my fatfier—I forgot 
thy misfortune!” 

“ Nay, nay, Liba, I see them* too—as I jsec 
thee, my girl, ill* the deep clear stream of me¬ 
mory, bright and clear and pure—come on, come 
on to the sunshinV !” 

When they cmergcd»from the gloomy thicket 
Sir Balther felt the sun’s rays, and turned up 
his sightless balls as if longing to see the day- 
god which thus revived hkn. “ Art thou* safe 
hero, Liba ?” asked he, after a Aoment’s pause. • 
“■ Is there no chance of some straggler of our 
jiersecutors wandering this way 'i Hast thou seen 
no one on thy walks in search of food 

‘‘ No enemy, father, has met my view since 
the fatal night of the assault.” 

“ Then hast thou seen no one, my child, for 
to a proscribed and ruined man like me all 
become enemies even if thty wre friend.s 
liefore!” 

Liba had now reached the rock, and her fa¬ 
ther sat down oh a pr^ecting fragment, basking 
in the genial rays which fell so warmly there. 
In a moment the sky was twercast—the dark 
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and solitary cloud remarked by Liba bad reached 
the place whore she and Sir Balther snt, and 
threw its deep shadow down upon them. At 
the same time n few large drops fell heavily from 
it. These were instantly folloi<cd by a flash of 
lightning and a simultaneous crash that told 
how terribly close was the thunderbolt. Both 
father and daughter fell fead to the earth. 

Sibert of Ulcuthal was close to the .spot. He 
had caught a view of Liba when she thought 
she escaped unobser\*td; had tracked her to the 
cavern ; had thence followed her and her father 
through the thicket, overheard their short con¬ 
versation, and was on the point of springing for- 
w'ard to throw himself before them and announce 
the emperor’s pardon, of which he was the bearer. 
Stunned for a few seconds by the fatal flash, but 
rushing forward as soon as he recovered his pre- 

5 

sence of mind, he saw two corj)ses where he a 
minute befoK? had marked the two living beings 
in w'hose fate his whole happinea'i was centered. 
Sir Balther was blackjsned and burned. Liba 
shewed no visible mark of Heaven’s wratlt. For 
a moment hrt’ lover believed her still to live. 
She lived in iinmo.tality, but b y in death. 
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The tomb and the chapel were erected by the 
virders of Sibert on the site of this*deep tragedy. 
The body of Liba was depositeS in the tomb. 
Sibert took possession of the little chapel awl Im 
adjoining building, where he passed the rcsi of 
his desolate caree^ in mourning for her death 
and tueparing for his own. 
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THE PRISONER 


or 

THp PFALZ. 


OxF, of the most "striking, if not the myst pic¬ 
turesque, objects of the voyage of the Rhfne is 
the fort-like building called the Pfalzgrafenstein,‘ 
or, more commonly and briefly, the Pfalz. It 
is situated on an island nearly central in the 
river, between the towns of Canb and Racca- 
rach; and the stream presenting at this point 
one of those frequent illusions which so diver¬ 
sify its beauties, this tower has been sometimes 
designated the Castle in the Lake. Such in¬ 


deed is the^appearance of the river iii this place; 
and the stillness of land and water, the encirriing 
hills, and impenetrable Woods, give an air of 
solemn security, well spiled to fhe purposes for 
which the building was employcd*during many 
an age; namely, 'jis a prison lit times for stati; 
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•'•riminals, but more usually as a place for anotiicr 
'jFccies of coiijme.mciit —that of tlie successive 
eountcf.ses palatines, whose accouchements, in 
orc-'er. to ;pve tiic heir a legal title to his inherit- 
•incc, were to be there effected. This regula¬ 
tion, which now appears but an absui'd ordinance, 
was no doubt connected with some reasons ol‘ 
state, if wc may so digniiy the coarse and ca])vi- 
eious motives which influenced the chieftains of 
feudality. 

High above the river, and looking down from 
a rugged battlement of rocks behind the town of 
(Janb, are the ruins of Gutcnfels, an old castle, 
which some centuries ago bore the title of Ctthe, 
but it was new named to its present appellation, 
in compliment to the Countess Guda, of the an¬ 
cient line of Nuringen, an heiress of surptissing 
beauty, who had not only the honour of soften¬ 
ing for awhile the hard-hearted, and becoming 
the wife of Hermann, Count Palatine, but of 
ma.king a conquest of a still more elevated lover, 
if at least the romantic traditions of the Jlhine 
•speak truly- l>ut the Honour of an alliance with 
princedom was dearly purchased by the draw¬ 
back on happiness sequent m a union 'vith a 
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iiautchty, violent, and dcsjiotic man, douMe liei 
own a"", without sympathy further virturs or 
soul for her charms ; and whose,only aim in his 
choice was the pride of possessing the most 
lovely woman of'hcr day, or some passing tlesire 
that rather degraded than ennobled its objci^ 
l-’or three yUrrs after her marriage, the 
countess bore her ha fate without a murmur, 
for conscience told her she had^alonc herseif to 
blame. Hut she. hushed her self-reproaches 
even, by recollecting the •motives whicli»had 
urged her to consent to the raatfli. In the in¬ 
nocence and inexperience of youth, she had be¬ 
lieved that the happiness of her suitor had dc- 
jrended on it; and she had hersedf formed no at¬ 
tachment at the time which would have tanghl 
hi'v feedings the elitrercncc between the spurious 
]>assion of the palatine, and that real one, to 
comjrare it with which is blasphemy against the 
heart's elivinity. Hut never had a woman in her 
station, or a wile so irrc]rroachablc, tb bear ^iich 
indignities of suspicion .'^id* jealousy as lelT to 

the lot of Countess Gida. Privations of all 

• • 

kinds were forced on her. None wf the enjoy¬ 
ments of high ra^ were allo'i'cd her, and tin 
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delights of humble life were incompatible with it. 
Rarely seen by even her husband’s courtiers or 
dependents, the fame of her beauty and her 
goodness spread nevertheless far and w ide. She 
became the theme of many a' iay of romantic 
eulogy, and several enthusiasts fancied them¬ 
selves, in the fashion of the 'Jay, enamoured of 
one only known to then?., through the haze of an 
over-heated fapey. It was even reported that 
the emperor, whose romantic tium of mind 

I 

caught readily at any new subject of excitement, 
had contrived ’to gain a stolen view of the all but 
imprisoned countess, and had become in conse¬ 
quence one of her most ardent admirers. . 

It was at least certain that about the time di' 
this report a pressing invitation reached the 
castle of Stahleck, not far from Gutenfels, on 
the opposite bank of the Rhine, where the pala¬ 
tine resided, praying Count Hermann and his 
fair but unfortunate partner to repair to the im¬ 
perial coutt on a visit, for which grand prepara¬ 
tions were made, and every inducement to its 
accc))tance hejd out. ■ But in ■ vain. The mo¬ 
rose and jeulous palatine, who had never him¬ 
self sought hono:irs or pleasii^^es, was determined 
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that his -wife should not risk the, consequences 
which they too often bring in their train. With¬ 
out confidence in himself, he could not have any 
in his wife, for^ the one is the offspring •f fhe 
other; and doubt of her fidelity was (as it alyays 
is in like cases) a sure proof of consciousness in 
his own demerit. The imperial invitatioi*, wliich 
an inferior prince couliT not directly refuse, was 
eluded under various frivolous pretexts ; and the 

clof'! guardianship of tlie countess was more 

• • 

rigorously than ever attended to, by the •special 
care of Ludwig, the palatine’s younger brother, 
and the heir pre.sumj)tive to his honours, for the 
<11 assorted union had not been followed by the 
birth of any child. But in proportion as the 
seclusion of the hapless Guda became more and 
more severe, the sympathy she excited beyond 
the pale of her palace-prison increased, and nu¬ 
merous instances, which never came to her know¬ 
ledge, proved how individual gallantry and s till 
higher feelings were intcrosted in her ea»se. 
while each new display of the kind on the part 
of strangers carried a frftsh reproach to him who 
knew her best, an^ught to have honoured and 
cherished her the Nost. 

F .3 
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But all the retainers of the court of the pala¬ 
tine, who had o])portunitics of seeing the princess 
at all, were struck with and astonished by the 
sudeVn change which at this period took place 
in her manners and feelings. Instead of the 
placid hut pensive endurance of ill which had 
hithert<» characterized her, she became suddenly 
animated and cheerful, and her sj)irits seemed 
to rise in a ratio with the increase of the means 
pursued by her tyrants—for she had two—to 

ft 1 

kec]) t’.icm dowui. The conjectures of courtiers 
were not likely in those days, any more than 
they might be in our own, to give any intorjue- 
tation favourable to morality or virtue. Sonu; 
secret passion was imagined to be the oiily peis- 
sible cause of such a magical change, and a cir¬ 
cumstance ere long discovered turned susjjicion 
into certainty, even in the minds of those most 
dis])osed to think well of the countess, or who 
had had courage enough to uphold h 'r character 
before. 

One evening when the sun had just sunk below 
the hills which ro.se high behind the palace of 
Stahleck, and the mountaiy^ woods began to 
throw down their raysrerior. shadows on the 
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broad river, Guda chose, as was licv wont, to 
waiidei in the plcasnro-f^-ounds and gardens, a-, 
if to contrast her own gay anc> joyous beai'ing 
with the sadness of the melanchoiy hour. Whe¬ 
ther solitude vfa*s her object we cannot lU'W stoji 
to in(|uirc; but be that as it may, she was not 

left long to theWone indulgence of her i'.iuey 

• • 

She was now, as on waost occasions, narrowly 
watched and closely followx'd. # IakIwilj, hr . 
unkind la-otlier-in-biw, atid Hugo von Roth, fi' 
devoted creature, were bodi soon on her ii'c'ck 
and ere long they reached tlie caosc ncigbb<'dr. 
hood of a bower where they bad instant evidenet 
of her ]n-eseuce, but in a way tliat startled while 
it delighted them. 

liven tlicsc two anxious evil-wishers ol' the 
<'ountcss, and ])oth therefore disposed to Inhevt 
ill of her, were struck with amaze at hearing h.ei 
einjtassioned conversation with .a man, v host 
voice they knew not. Recovering thcin-selve- 
<iuickly, they ^.pproached still elo.sei-; and, • iii 

• p 

tiously pee])ing through* the foliage, they a- 
the intrusive ihterlojter fin the vwalded priv ’eg.'- 
of the Count N’alentinc on om* knee beaux 
Counte.ss fiu.h,. ^o'diiig her limnd 'n h’- 'i fl 
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pressing it with fervour to his lips ; while she, 
in extreme agitation, strove to raise him i*p, and 
urged him to fly the dangerous place. 

“ Oh, begone ! begone !” cried she, in ac¬ 
cents almost suffocated, with what kind of emo¬ 
tion the listeners could not distinguish, but they 

imagined it. “ Utter ruin t'' us both must re- 
. « 

suit from your being discovered.” 

“ I ask no happier fate than ruin at thy feet!” 
replied the unknown, whose face was buried in 

A. 

the folds of the countess’s dress. 

•» 

< “And mine? Oh, you know not how my 
fate, my liappincss is at stake,” said she, re¬ 
proachfully, but not severely. 

“ Ah, it is thy danger that alone terrifies me 
—but he, thy tyrant, I will not call him thy 
husband, is absent from the castle.” 

“ Yes, but his odious brother. Count Ludwig, 
and hlg hateful minion, Von Roth, are close at' 
hand.” 

“, 'Vy, traitress, ay ! closer thrfii you dreamt 
of, to vindicate your h’asband’s honour and slay 
your seducer in your vpry arms !” exclaimed 
the furious Ltidwig, attempting to burst through 
the branches in which he was^jntangled; while 
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\'on Roth, less passionate and more calculating, 
took another course to intcrccyft the stranger 
should he attempt to fly, as in fact he did, with 

the natural activity of one to wliom di.s%3vcry 

• • 

was likely to bring the most frightful piujish- 
ment to a man of feeling—the dishonour of her 
he loved. 

“ Now, false one !’" *‘ontinued Ludwig, when 
he had succeeded in forcing a jfhssagc into the 
bower, and forgetting for a moment the fugitive, 
in the triumph of having detected the intrigue 
which was to (ix his expectations into surety— 

Now, thy doom is scaled, and my inheritance 
secure ! Though art caught in the fact—thy 
joyous air, thy secret wanderings are all explain¬ 
ed and ‘ the odious' Ludwig is master of thy 
destiny. Now, instantly confess the name of thy 
paramour—tell me, who was he that fled 

“ That thou shalt never know !” said Guda. 
in a firm tyne. 

“ Indeed! ^my injured brother will soon'&nd 
means to force the guilty*secret from thee.” 

Never ! nor is thck secret one of guilt, nor 
is he injured," co^iniied Guda. 

“ ITa, ha, ha^ profligacy*and sophistry— 
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crime and denial! It is all very natural,” said 
Ludwig, with a hoarse laugh of mockery , e.t the 
same time layin’g hold of the countess, ;i.s if t'. 
drag her prisoner to the palace. 

“ OiT, unmannered and foul-.spoken I.udwtg!' 
e.xclaimcd .she, indignantly repelling him, and 
with a tone of more than use'll s])irit and com¬ 
mand. “ To my hiisballd alone am I am-wer- 
ahle, nor shall fmy hand but his dare to liold me 
captive.” 

“'il’s hand, I hope, will deal thee jna/mi'.t 
and exemplary punishment,” said the ferocious 
Ludwig. 

“Ah, Ludwig! ’tis a liend-like in.'pivati.m 
that tells thee to long for my destruction, non- 
more than eycr.” 

“ I know not wliatyou mean, (iountes;: (-iuda,' 
retorted Ludwig, a keen air of curio.sity tcm]x>r- 
ing his former violence. 

“ 'fliou shalt know it!” said Guda. with .-m 
increasing animation of tone. 

At thif-i moment IliiJjo von Roth entered the 
bower, w ith a confused and hurried look. Well, 
hast thou scizf'd on him r” asked Ludw-ig. 

“ He has cscaf.bd,” replied.Chc minion. 
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Sacred tlmndcr I” (a very ^;ood jiopular 
oath iii' Ciennany and France to tlfc jirc.sent day) 
exclaimed Count Ludwig—“ l!ut you saw his 
face ?■’ 

“ How could I, count, while his hack w.-yi to 
me .IS he ran K’ 

True! llut^d you not succeed in stopping 

him 

“ No/’ said Hugo, without hc'litation; yet lie 

nevertheless told a huge lie, in one little word. 

• • ^ 

For he had succeeded in stoppii^ the fagitivc, 
and he knew him well. Why then did he not' 
seize on him ? Or did he seize him P might he 
here demanded, by any reader as curious as 
Count 1-udwig. The answer is, he did seize 
him; but on discovering who it was he had 
seized, he let go his hold, as quickly as though 
lie had caught hot iron—yet his hand was not 
scared, for it was not the devil he caught so 

firmly andwreleased so soon. 

% 

The Count Palatine wijs exceeding 

when he heard of the events relative to his wife’s 

• * ® 

detectufn, and listcnct> to his brother Ludwig's 

* # 

details of what tiicy both called the pn.afs of 
her infidelity—tlrC one from self-interest, the 
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otlier from jealousy, two motives which more 
than any otlier blind men to the truth, and, even 
when they sec'it, induce them to smother it. 
AVhi’c the bro'tlicrs devised together the fitting 
and safest punishment to inflict on tlie hapless, 
and as she maintained herself, the innocent 
Guda, every, means were set^\)n foot to discover 
her paramour. It was not long before a young 
knight was seized in an attempt to gain admission 
to the part of the palace where she was confined. 
He was instantly recognized as having been 
' seen prowling about the precincts of the jfieasure 
grounds on the evening of the fatal discovery; 
and was moreover notoriously heard to boast of 
his ])assion for the countess, in whose praise 
many verses, bad or indifferent, were found on 
his person. Nothing more was rt(|uired. The 
young knight was hanged on a tree adjoining 
the garden. With almost his last words, he 
})roclaimcd the innocence of the coun*^e6S. 
■*'“'‘That will be satisfirctory to the count," ob¬ 
served the officer who prc.sided at the execution. 

“ Will it ?" *^said the young knight. “ Then 
to complete his comfort, tell, him that h.ad she 
been guilty I should have sw'drn the satue.'' 
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“ The words of a man of honour !” exclaimed 
the officer. 

“ And the sentiment of a pious Christian !" 
observed the jtriest. In the mean time the poor 
young knight Imtig by the neck till he was dead. 
Ills body was then cut down and thrown Into 

the Rhine, amidst loud acclamations in honour 

... 

of the Count Palatinoi. keen sense of justice. 
Hugo Von Roth never opened hjs mouth on the 
subject. 

Count Ludwig, to make •assurance surer than 
ever, and hurried on by his *hatred of the 
countess, strenuously urged his brother, the pala¬ 
tine, to chop off his wife’s head, as the best way 
he thought of cutting off all obstacles to his own 
inheritance. Rut the wily Von Roth soon made 
him understand that this would be the worst pos¬ 
sible blow that could be struck against his in¬ 
terests ; that another marriage might produce 
an heir to the jialatine; and that the surest 
measure for Count Ludwig’s succession was to 
have Guda safely incarcerated in some strong 
hold, until the course of.nature semoved the pre¬ 
sent incumbent from the possessiofi of the place 
for which CounJ^ Ludwig parted. He acted 
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quickly on these suggestions, revoking all his 
former arguments for Guda’s death, hy rejtre- 
senting to the palatine the odium it might bring 
to him, and at the same time suggesting that 
perpetual imprisonment would be a severer 
jnniishment to one, whose whole value for life 
was gone when that of her lover was ended. 

Couht Hermann wi^ingly gave in to these 
last reasonings, for there was something within 
him which whispered strong objections to pat¬ 
ting ib death the wife of his bosom. He” w.xs 
not one of thcTse monsters of history, so dead to 
every touch of feeling as to doom to the block 
the head which had lain upon his slnmlder, in 
the early eharins of virgin confidenee. He was 
indeed, on recollections of such by-gotte scenes, 
greatly tempted to believe her innocent and .spare 
her altogether. But the ctjuivocal si)cech of the 
dying knight threw him back upon his doubt.-: 
and his jealousy., and a false sense of his honour, 
artfully acted on by Ludw'ig, in;'de''him fancy 
tTiat his wife should .have been, like C.kesar's, 
exempt from even suspicion—the haughty notion 

of imperious .’ anity, whicb thus looked for what 

»> 

is unattainable in a world oi' envy and inahee. 
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It was therefore tleereed that Guda slundd be 
im])ri.soped for life, and the prison/fixed on wa.s 
the Pfalz. 

IN'lien the countess was-duly made acquainted 
with this decisit^^ she displayed, to tlie astonisli- 
inent alihe of those who hated and those aIIio 
loved her, an ahno(;^uuboundcd joy. Her faitli- 
ful women, who wept tlifiir separatfon fiaW her. 
gazed in silent wonder. Count JLudwig vainly 
strove to solve so.strange a mystery; and if 
Hugo A on lloth possessed,* or fancied he pos- 
sessed, a clew ti> it, he kept hJk secret close. 
Guda was finally committed to the Pfalz in the 
custody of Vou Uoth, who, on Ludwig’s special 
recommendation, was named governor of the im- 
])ortant place. As the prisoner embarked in the 
boat that was to convey her from Stahlcck, she 
returned the tearful farewell of her former at¬ 


tendants with smiles; and when she landed on 
the little margin of rocky earth which surrounded 
the prison, *he»threw herself on her knees, and 
exclaimed, with looks and^acbents of uncommon 
fervour,—“ Praise be to tlcavcn,^nd to holy St. 
Simon, the patron of the palatinate, for tlicir 
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special guardianship of the rights of its noble 
house!” 

“ A very clicinterested thanksgiving in truth 
remarked Count Ludwig, who had accompanied 
tlic countess to sec her safely lodged in jail,— 
“ very di.sintcrcsted !—For it implies her owm 
condemnation, as having attaint to the 

honour of my noble bre'^hcr.” 

“ Oh ! continue,” added the countess, not 
hearing this commentary, “ continue to watch 
over tlic due succession of its princely line, even 
though I be the sacrifice througli which it is ac- 
complished !” 

“ A generous prayer, by the rood ! that I 
may reap its full benefit!” observed Ludwig, 
laughing, as the countess rose up and ste))pcd 
across the narrow drawbridge, at the other side 
of which she was received by ^^on liotli’s wife. 
Von Roth himself seemed completely puzzled 
for the gist of Suda’s invocation. But whatever 
their meaning, he had no doubt -of being quickly 
able to discover it'; t-Tid he had a lively hope in 
also finding the means of turiling it to his own 
advantage. •' 
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. The actual privations of imprisonment pro¬ 
duced no' more depressing effect on tlie good spi¬ 
rits of Guda than their anticipations had done. 

Loss of exercise, of honourable a’ttendanc^ of 

• • 

rich living, of society, of influence seemed unfelt 
or disregarded. Some internal source of conso¬ 
lation was evidentlXsupporting lier.undc]; every 
trial. Ilut she was not T!r those reserved beings 
who long bury their thoughts in dicir mind’s re¬ 
cesses. TTnhappine’ss, indeed, could havi^been 
concealed by her, because slic h^d none vf *the 
selfishness that calls for relief wliile bearing the 
burthens of the heart; but joy seemed naturally 
lo overflow her bosom, as though she felt the 
want of sharing it with others. The kindliness 
and cordiality of Frau Von lloth would have 
pointed her out as the very subject for confi¬ 
dence, in a situation where there was room for 
selection. In the dreary solitude of the I’falz 
there coult^beno ehoici^; but the countess felt 
no necessity for such, her heart being complat^ 
won from the first day by this her only female 
fellow-prisoner, (jbeyom^ the mett menials,) for 
all who once enticed the lone place, with the 
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exception of the governor, were doomed to in¬ 
habit its narrow precincts for life. 

“ You wonder, my good dame,” said Guda, 
one evening, as she stood with her prison friend 
on the little terrace that hung out over the river, 
and they gazed together at the reflection of the 
rich landscape in its bosom/—" you wonder at 
the cheerfulness, the happiness let me more cor¬ 
rectly call it, Which animates me, under circum¬ 
stances so apparently adverse ?” 

I J 

“ Indeed, madam, it does move my special 
wonder.” 

“Is not innocence, good dame, sufficient to 
bear one up, under all accumulated woes 

“ Alas! no, fair countess; at least not enough 
to give your air of triumph, although it may be, 
for the passive endurance of wrong.” 

“ Well, then, kind and friendly matron, know 
my secret cause of rejoicing—it is that I know 
myself possessed of the 'nfalliblc means of giving 

mice conviction of my innocence, and at the 

, 0 . 

same time ra])turc on ins own account, to my too 
severe and tod' much 'deluded husband,—rap¬ 
ture which I shall share, whicl I do now antici- 



TIIK I’KISOXEIt OF THE PFAI.Z. 119 

^ato in truth, for the very thought of the mo¬ 
ment in Svliicli 1 shall become a mother makes me 
almost wild with joy !” 

“ A mother!” 

• * 

“ Ay, dame, a delighted mother ! The mo¬ 
ther, please the holy saints ! of an heir to the 
princely house of tli'vl’alatinate, of a bright boy, 
fit to carry on the honou?S of his illustrious line, 
to be at once the justification of Hs mother and 
his father’s boast anti glory ! Ah, worthy frau, 
dost thou now wonder at my secret enjoyment ? 
Dost thou not rather marvel at the self-restraint 
with which I have withheld news that would at 
once have relaxed my husband’s rigid severity, 
and established me in all my right of place and 
reputation ? But I resolved to let I’rovidcnco 
work out the destiny of my ehild; and by will¬ 
ingly holding back my own vindication, prove 
how I despised all personal suffering, for the joy 
of surprisin'^ my noble lo^l and princely master 
with the consummation of l^s three years’ anxi9'>' 
hopes.” 

During this ra^dly uttered speech, Frau V’on 
Roth stood motioiAqps, her hands clasped as they 
were at the utterance of her own last recorded 
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exclamation, her eyes fixed on the countess, and 
gradually filling with tears. At length, when a 
pause in Guda s rhapsody allowed her to speak, 
she .exclaimed, at the same instant a flood of 
sympathy bathing her cheeks :—“ Oh ! wonder¬ 
ful power of artless innocence, how you can de¬ 
lude the mortal bosoms whjih are at once blest 
and tortured by your**presence ! Oh, hapless 
countess ! Oh, unfortunate princess! Oh, 
miserable mother ! that secst not the seal of ruin 
thus ^stamped upon thine own fate and that of 
thy unborn babe ! Oh, Countess Guda, recall 
thy fatal words— say not, believe not, hope not 
that thou art to give birth to a new victim 
of misery, — Heaven surely is satisfied with 
one!” 

During the utterance of these words the coun¬ 
tess could not comprehend their meaning; and 
when the speaker concluded this unbidden burst 
of sympathy,' she seejped overwhelmed by the 
rather than afi^.iCted by the tenor, of the 
sounds which still rung in her cars. 

“ Ah, virtuous and innocent countess !” re¬ 
sumed the dame, “ you unde;^tand me not, nei¬ 
ther do you sec the extent of your own misery— 
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^^for what misery is equal to the sudden ruin of 
long-cherished hope !” 

“ My misery ! Nay, mock me flot, good dame. 
I am sure, quite sure, that the Virgin Queen of 
Heaven has listfened to my prayers, and that I 
shall become the mother of a male heir to my 
l>rinccly husband’s wles and succession !”^ 

“ The fuhilmcnt of jwir prayer, noble lady, 
will be the completion of your woe and the de¬ 
struction of your hopes.” 

Guda^ confounded by the seeming inchn- 
sistency of these words, implored the kind- 
hearted woman to explain them. The latter 
did so in terms too explicit for misconcep¬ 
tion. She plainly showed the deluded countess 
that the ])roniised birth of a child, which a few 
months before would have been hailed by Count 
Hermann with delight, and have proved a link 
of recovered affection and conlidence between 
them, would be now but a certaitJ''source of in¬ 
creased hatfed?from tlie Valatine’s alreadyj'c- 
ccived impression of her ilfidelity. The coun¬ 
tess long^combatijd this opinion, with a sort of 
buoyant gaiety, aVising from an irresistible feel- 
ing of its absurdity, and from that self-deceiving 
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obstinacy in wliicli consciousness of right is o^ 
all feelings that most likely to conllrr-; its pos¬ 
sessor. At lust the truth of dame Von lloth\s 
reasoning hitrst suddenly on her like a flash of 
light. Not from any peculiar brightness in her 
.irgumeuts at any one given stage, hut rather 
from the sudden and self-iippcllcd dispersion of 
those inward mists of'..>nlfulness in error, which a 
straight-forward honesty of character more than 
any other engenders. Such is the common pro¬ 
cess in all cases of unwilling conviction. Such 
the true source of obstinacy, an evil consequence 
arising from an amiable cause. Hut when the 
certainty of such long-cherished errors does 
break on the mind—when the inveterate belief 
in friendship is proved to be unfounded, or the re¬ 
liance on aflcction, which has clung to us like a 
part of our nature, is wrenched away, how may 
the shock be depicted ? How indeed is it possible 
that it may iRtendured, when the prpps and stays 
of the heart seem s-'tddenly to forsake it, and it 
falls prostrate, debased and half-broken at the very 
feet of what had been so long 'cs support and su.s- 
tenance ? ' Vet it recovers i;<,s elasticity, at least 
most commonly, ibr few are totally shattered. A 
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^ .celf-riciliting principle is almost alwa3’s found to 
exist in tlic virtuous mind ; an ifnvard sj)ring 
which bends but sna]>s not—awd the bosom, 
li-fhtened of the load of its mistaken confidence, 
breathes more steWily and freely than if it had 
iievtT been so overcharged. A fund of solid 
wi.,dom has replaced the freight of flimsy senti¬ 
ment. \ a])our hasl)ee*i^is])ersed by light. 

'I'hcsc reflections arise from the analogy rather 
than the identity between such cases and that of 
the iirisoner of the I’falz. Kountess Guda Ifad 
not to mourn the treachery of a lover or friend, 
.''he had only to endure the anguish of false 
ho))es. It was only herself by whom she had 
been deceived. Vet the suflerinjc was not less 
poignant ; nor the re-action less sure. She at 
first nearly sunk under the shock, and she sub- 
setpie'.itly recovered by the spontaneous out- 
s])ring of the rccom])ensing instinct. She mourn¬ 
ed her ruined reputation, her husbft.?d cstiangcd, 
her station l«st^ but all ^emed worthless, or a 

. . I . • .*. 

tliousand fold repaid in tl?c ]>osscssion of her 
child, a treasure beyond aibpricc. i 

But before thisl^bcst reward for tfll she ha«i 
endured and lost, was clasped in living evidence 

G 2 
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to her breast, several weary and anxious months 
were of necessity passed. It would be a painful 
task to trace the long course of agitation run by 
the., cx])cctant mother’s thoughts during this in¬ 
terval. Little stretch of fancy is required to 
jiicture the varied conflicts of fear with hope— 
for bfight particles of hop^still sparkled through 
her mind, like fragnterits of a broken mirror in 
which she felt it had been once reflected. The 
maip points to be attended to, during these 
months of expectancy and risk, were perfect se¬ 
crecy as to the situation of the prisoner, and the 
securing if possible, the co-operation, if not the 
sympathy of her gaoler in the various plans ima¬ 
gined between her and liis compassionate wife, 
who had now become her intimate and confi¬ 
dential friend. 

Frau Von Roth timidly, but anxiously, under¬ 
took this delicate task. She had but little hojie 
of success,‘'from lofig experience of the harsh 
^ and selfish disposition of the man with whom 
she was mated, but not matched ; f n- never wore 
beings so dissimilar, by natAre, and never had 
Iwig habits of life or a common interest, whicli 
often bring Opinions and feelings to a level, so 
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totally failed in producing such an effect. The 
task was'however undertaken; and’great indeed 
was the Frau’s surprise and joy,Vhen, instead 

of a coarse repulse, she found her fimid hin^ as 

• * 

to Guda’s situation, seized on by her husband 
with the prompt avidity of a crafty mind, and 
with evidences of c^l ight, which c^jldncfjfi pre¬ 
vented him from frequei!?!^' feeling, and cunning 
still more rarely allowed him to betray. Ilis 
wife was convinced there was now no pretence in 
the appearances which so surpri^pd her. • llcr 
astonishment was redoubled, when on her pro¬ 
ceeding to express her hope that means might 
be found to convince the palatine that the forth¬ 
coming child was really his, Von Roth burst into 
a fit of incredulous laughter. Losing all patience, 
she exclaimed, in a tone of bitter reproach :— 
“ Husband, husband! thou art too bad; the 
king of hell could not doubt the innocence of 
this ill-treated countess. 

“ But the Emperor of j^ermany might, g«o2 
wife.” 

" I know not^the ntpaning oT" thy sinister 
words and ironies .looks—I only hope, Hugo, 
.and I trust in Heaven and St. Sfinon that a line 
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boy may be born in this place, in due form of 
legal custom, to inherit the rights and honours 
of the princely j-ace of Stahleck.” 

“ llis best chance of that, ,good wife, is that 
he may never know his father,” was the mysteri¬ 
ous reply, which left the worthy woman more 
bewild..rcd than before. 

cot' 

Hugo Von Roth was a man of few words, but 
he was as prompt in action as quick of apprehen¬ 
sion. Fully comprehending therefore the im¬ 
portance of the intelligence he had just received, 
he lost not a moment in hastening to commu¬ 
nicate it in the quarter where he calculated it 
would excite most interest. 

“ Oh, husband, as you value your salvation 
do not betray this noble lady—do not drag down 
perdition on your soul by laying her at the 
mercy of Count Ludwig!” exclaimed Frau Von 
Roth, with wild energy and in dreadful alarm, 
as Hugo told her he Vas obliged tr leave the 
Viatz for a few days, in the care of his under¬ 
lings and the military guard. 

“ It would not require days <o go to Stahleck, 
wife, if my course was bent thitherwards,” replied 
he, with his usual smile of mockery. 
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“ Whither go you, then ? and why tliis 
haste 

“ should an expeetant father be left without 

the glad tidings of the promised blessing 

• • 

‘‘ I'or the mercy of Heaven, Hugo, do not 
tell him yet! Wait till the ehild is born—it 
may not after all bcalj^jy—but at any ^ate it j\’ould 
lie premature to inform Count Palatine”- 

“ I'hc Count Palatine!” reechoed Hugo, 
with another of his devilish smiles, and tht^pro- 
voking chuckle, his habitual expression of .sati¬ 
rical disbelief. He said no more, but soon 
crossed the drawbridge and left the castle. 

In due course of suffering the unfortimate 
Countess Guda paid her share of those millions 
of painful instalments, by which woman liquid¬ 
ates the penalty inflicted for the imprudence of 
our first mother. A child w'as born to her— 
and that child a son! At sight of this longed- 

for blessing, all was forgo^tten that might have 

T % ‘ \ 

qualified the mother’s joy.v That was without 
bounds, and Hame V on Koth thought it was 
without reason. Vor lef^ the besf come of the 
affair, let even h^r, husband keep *thc secret, 
wiiat was to be looked for, thought she, but a 
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hazardous concealment of the birth for awhile, 
and a final ?vbandonincnt of the infant ? To 
keep it long undiscovered in the Pfalz was im- 
pos-sijilc. Of this latter point the Countess her¬ 
self was convinced. Put she strove to drive 
away the thought that sooner or later her child 
must bg lost Jo her. She ev^n at times indulged 
in the belief that the llhrd heart of her gaoler 
would relent before the spectacle of her grief at 
such If. separation, and that he would permit Jicr 
to elude the vigilance of her guard and escape 
altogether, to seek shelter in the chances of the 
wide world, her babe for her protection, her in¬ 
nocence for her passport. But a notion like this, 
had never entered the head of Von Both. 

It was the depth of winter when Countess 
Guda’s son was born. The severity of the sea¬ 
son made it impossible for either mother or child 
to enjoy any of the advantages of the open air, 
for even the liumid a^d misty vapour of the 
.ciyer was an enjoymei|, to those confined in the 
close chambers of a prison. The consequence 
was that poor Guda and, her baby both began to 
languish. In the mother if Vas want of her 
usual exercise; *10 the child it was the natural 
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instinct which urges all nature’s jiroclucts ou! 
into the breath of heaven, and ih its default 
bids them pine and die. The sensitive parent 
quickly saw the ^clanger of her boy. She iJiad 
already discovered that it was impossible to move 
the stern selfishness of Von Roth so far as to 
allow of her eseapc.>^There was bu* one* alter¬ 
native—a separation fr^ her child; and sh 
who a few weeks before had shrunk in agony 
from the very thought, now^urgently implored 
the cruel*man to complete the death It setmed 
next to despair, entrusting her heart’s treasu.-( 
to his kcejung. But could she sec it pine and 
'-xpire before her from the pure selfishness of 
fcar.^ 'i'he decision was made—the resolution 
was promptly fulfilled—V'on Roth acted on In r 
own suggestion; and he removed the babe frooi 
the half distracted, half-senseless grasp with, 
which it was clasped to its mother’s breast, in 
spite of all Uie^ force of reason, and of aifectii n 
I'ven, striving to Foosen thc*lnjd. 

The only request urged by Guda—she was ..i; 

. t * * 

no situation to make eotiditions—was that her 
boy might be conveyed to her own native jdaec 
of Gutcnfels, close by, and there brought up in 

G 3 
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the family of •some one of the faithfol serfs, until 
the day should, come when his birth might be 
avowed and Ijis rights proelaimed; for to that 
bright day she looked forward with all the en¬ 
thusiasm of mother’s love founded on conscious 
right. In the hope of Von Roth accomplishing 
this project, she was a^ length consoled. She 
pictured to herself the'ffaily pleasure of looking 
up to her former happy residence, the rock-based 
inheritance of her ancestors, of knowing that her 
infant was clo^‘ to the shelter of its recollections, 
for in the fanaticism of feudality she imagined 
protection and safety in the very name of her 
fathers and the memory of their power. Anc. 
soon, thought she, the now helpless infant will 
grow into boyhood, robust, healthy, vigorous, 
and I shall see him at morning dawn, in burn¬ 
ing noon, or by the dim shades of evening, fol¬ 
lowing the wihl career of mountain sjmrts, spring¬ 
ing with agile steps/from crag^ to*, crag, or at 
times ga/.ing down wnh instinctive sympathy on 
this lonely toyer, but, unconscious that his mo- 

i 

ther gazes un him the 'Jiliile, tjirough tears which 
fall in silent tribute on the fiver’s bosom ! 

The soothing and consolatory train of thought 
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ran on to wild and wayward lengths; and the 
morning dawned on a night of mingled wretch¬ 
edness and comfort, to be comprcliended only by 
those grown children of nature wfio have l-yn in 
misery’s cradle, rocked by fancy, and hushed by 
th(‘ false lullaby of hope. As soon as the sun 
rose upon the hill?i and even before thp mists 
rose up in homage from their vine-clad hills, 
Guda insisted on Frau Von Roth’s leading her 
out on the little platform, that she migl^t look 
up towards Gutenfels and feast jjer eyes in the 
imagined view of her babe. This gentle illusion* 
served to make her suspense less intolerable, 
until the promised hour for Hugo’s return, with 
tidings that the child was safe and well. The 
promised hour came, but not the messenger. It 
passed over, and no tidings were learned of him. 
D.ays, weeks, months, years, long and dreary, 
dragged on their slow course; hut Hugo Von 
Roth, or the boy he carried from the Pfalz on 
that dark winter night, werp unseen withki its 
lonely walls. 

One only intimation •reached V’ountcss Guda 
to assuage the grhd’ that at times almost turned 
to madness. A few mornings after Von Roth's 
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disappearance, she discovered on the platform, 
where at earliest dawn she mechanically wan¬ 
dered out to gaze towards the hill, not quite 
hopclyss of intelligence, a scroU of parchment, 
on which were inscribed the following words; 

The mother’s treasure is in safe keeping—and 
when the white and yellow ^.mner waves again 
on Gutenfels her heart may throb with joy—for 
then will right be done to her who suffers and 
to him, who is unknown.” 

T^e.sc were ^mysterious and vague words— 
•but they were enough for despair to cling to and 
change its character. They were the food which 
nourished Countess Guda for seventeen long 
years of imprisonment—the light that fed her 
lamp of life—the spring that kept the frail ma¬ 
chine of reason from stopping altogether, or 
turning into the riot of insanity. White and 
yellow were the colours of her own old jiaternal 
house. Such was the banner that for ages had 
floated on the towers and battlements; till on her 
marriage with Count Hermann it was super¬ 
seded by that of the palatinate, which now waved 
over Gutenfels in emblazoned pride, adding a 
new pang of mortification to her whose aching 
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eyes had no point of comfort to repose on. And 
daily fud she watch for seventeen successive 
years, in the vain hope of seeing the long-loved 
colours floating once more in the brecz(^ and 
shining in the bright ray. Much less time than 
tins would have sufficed to have carried death to 
a heart predispose^ by nature for despair. But 
Guda’s was cast in ^diflercnt mould. Elastic 
and buoyant, it floated on the dark waters of 
worldly woe, and though at times it seemed to 
be cng»lfed and lost, it was sure to risci again 
with each successive wave under which it had# 
appeared to sink. She had a moral energy that 
would not die. And while that lasts, physical 
extinction, cxcejit from accidental causes, may 
be looked for in a remote perspective. 

During this long period the Countess’s great 
comforter was Frau Von Iloth. She could not 
be said to have mourned her widowhood. The 
loss of such a husband as hers was not a matter 
of much affliction, for she had no child ttvform 
a tic which even the most ill-assorted find it hard 
to sever. The'strict ^ws of the*pa 1 atinate made 
her a ])risoner fof life; and as sfie had volun¬ 
tarily submitted to the conditions (when hei 
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husband was appointed governor) in the sole 
hope of serving'the noble prisoner committed to 
her peculiar charge, she fulfilled her destiny 
without a murmur, cheered by the duties of her 
sacred mission. These amiable women were mu¬ 
tual supports; and the impatient anxieties of the 
one found unceasing relief Jasm the quiet en¬ 
durance of the other. 

On the disappearance of Von Roth a new 
governor had been appointed, also a creature, of 
Count Ludwig, who rigidly fulfilled his duty of 
gjUarding his prisoners well, but added no unne¬ 
cessary infliction to the all-sufficient loss' of li¬ 
berty. He had again been replaced, and vari¬ 
ous others had successively filled the important 
post. Of all those none had oflered an excep¬ 
tion to the ordinary rules of life. Some surviv¬ 
ed, some died; but Von Roth alone had disap¬ 
peared, leaving no trace to be followed by sus¬ 
picion. Every one thought, but few ventured 
to say^ that Count Ludwig must be at the bottom 
of the mystery. 'J'he wife of the missing man, 
conscious of tlie cause .which nad existed to 
make the suspected count smother the secret, 
even with the death-groans of her husband and 
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tlic child he bore away, had at times no doubt 
that the prevalent opinion was the’just one. But 
then she would start at recollecting the anoma- 
lous fact that own life had never been at¬ 
tempted, nor that of the countess. Had Count 
Tjudwig known her husband to be acquainted 
with the conccaleil l^th, he must elso have been 
aware of her complicity. Would he then have 
destroyed the one and spared the other Rca- 
sc-i seemed to answer, no, to this questian; and 
then Conjecture became only tl^ more bewilder¬ 
ed, in proportion to the frequency of its unaef- 
complishcd efforts at decision. Countess Guda 
partook but in a small degree, if at all, of her 
companion’s intense curiosity. She never puz¬ 
zled herself for a solution of the doubtful ques¬ 
tion. A happy credulity on the object of h(^ 
anxiety convinced her that her boy was safe 
She never wasted a feeling, nor afforded a 
thought mi ,the subject of Von Roth’s personal 
fate, or the probability .of Count Ludwig’s^ 
treachery. She breathed an atmosphere of highly 

.a. • ... 

rarefied conviction, in»which doubt or misgiving 
could not live. 

At length the crisis came which sooner or 
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later is sure to terminate alike tlic mental or 
bodily ills to which humanity is a prey. Jount 
Hermann died in advanced age, and vithout 
ever having given token of remorse, or offered 
reparation for the harsh sentence passed on his 
wife, on grounds so insufficient and on sus])icionb 
so unfounded. He had for yeant tacitly re.signcd 
himself and his dominions into the complete 
governance of his brother, who thus enjoyed, 
long before the looked for order of succession- 
all the sweets of sovereignty except that*’one, 
which from its immaterial nature is perhaps that 
which man’s inconsistency values the most.' IVc 
mean the Home, the unsubstantial title by which 
power is designated. When the ambitious Lud¬ 
wig obtained that, having himself proclaimed 
Count Palatine with all the solemnity of sup- 
eosed right and the pomp of confident se¬ 
curity, he seemed to have reached the height of 
' his mortal longings ; and it was from this height, 
JAith i\othing of individual philosophy or exter¬ 
nal sympathy to soften his fall, that he was all at 
once plunged down. 

Scarcely had the ceremony of his installation 
taken place when‘proclamations and addresses 
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were ])rofuscly circulated, signed “ Hermann oi‘ 
Stulilecl*, Count Palatine,” in which the claim¬ 
ant announced himself as son of* the late Count 
and of his wife Guda, heiress of Cfibe, dulyjixorn 
in the castle o^ the Pfalzgrafenstein ; prepared 
with witnesses to attest his rights, and backed 
by an imperial a»^ny to enforce them. Some 

•V * 

laughed at these ixrefensions; others wonder¬ 
ed at them ; Count Ludwig’s heart sank within 
hiin. 

“ Hugo Von Roth has Tbetr^ed me 1 ” ’ex¬ 
claimed he, on hearing the news. “ He lives,i 
.and is the chief mover of this affair! The foul 
fiend seize him, and the young impostor he jxuts 
forth! Off, off quickly a chosen band,—I myself 
will lead it,—to the Pfalz, to seize on the adul¬ 
terous Guda and her confidant, Ursula Von 
Roth, and force from them a refutation of these 
audacious claims !” 

AVhen Ludwig and his myrmidons arrived at 
the Pfalz lie found the building unbarmec^ and 
unoccupied. The fishermen at the river’s banks 
informed him t!iat a few* hours before the little 
gai'rison was surprised, and the prisoner Coun¬ 
tess carried off with the other wflmen, by a well- 
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armed band of imperialists, headed by a man of 
a bold as])ect, ttlio seemed to know the prison and 
all its localities well—“ Tell me not his name !” 
vociferated the" baffled usurper. “ It was the 
villain, Von lloth himself!” 

“ That I doubt, your highness,” replied the 
old spokesman of the amphilyicus band, “ for 
had it been he, his wife would have never gone 
with him so cordially,—besides it is well known 
to your highness-” 

“ 'Silence, old babbler!—Toss that hoa^y vil- 
hin into the waves!” cried the tyrant. His 
orders were instantly obeyed; and while the 
drowning man struggled and sank before his 
eyes, he continued in a transport of rage,—“ I 
know that all the devils in hell are leagued 
against me in this world !” 

“ And will lay fast hold of you in the next,” 

■ murmured one of the listeners, who now all stole 
away lest some new victim might be seized on to 
appease the monster’s fury. He and his followers 
quickly flew to arms. Courage was not wanting, 
as it rarely is, in'defence of a bad cause. There 
is a desperate attraction in the daring of a bold 
usurper which rffever fails to draw congenial 
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spirits towards his standard. If wc see in our 
own da^s a brother and uncle, b*asc as he is 
biffoted, find support in his infamy against in¬ 
nocence and rijrht, wc need not wonder afc his 
prototype some centuries ago being backed by a 
servile herd, while priestcraft laboured to uphold 
his spurious claims^ ^But in vain. . The jjtrm of 

’ “'a 

the emperor was stretched forth to protect the 
just cause which the hand of the false palatine 
wovld have crushed. Ludwig made a desperate 
effort to^retain his power ; but he^nd it fell both 
together, under the double influence of truth and 
force. 

Countess Guda had been informed of the main 
event of these transactions in the way so myste¬ 
riously promised to her so many years before. 
One day while she and her faithful friend gazed 
as usual from their prison balcony on the river, 
and moralized on the unchanging flow eternally 
and regulajjy^running- on, like Time itself, a 
sudden movement, an instinctive sympathy as 
Guda thought, caused her eyes to glance upwards 
towards Gutenfefs, at th^ very moment that the 
crimson banner of the palatine was struck down 
by some invisible hand, and that of its ancient 
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lords, the white and yellow combination so 
eagerly looked- for by their persecuted descend¬ 
ant, elevated proudly in its place. 

“ Qh, Ursula! my friend, my beloved friend!"’ 
cried she, almost frantic with the sudden sight, 
“ Look there, look there ! He lives ! my dear 
boy lives, and has reached th» promised term of 
honour and fame at last!—Now let me die—I 
have seen enough!” 

“ Oh, no ! no—till you have clasped your 
chilil in your arms, and enjoyed with him long 
•rears of happiness and liberty!—Yes, I catch at 
length the enthusiasm which has so long'lighted 
you on, a beacon to the blissful hour that now 
approaches.—Yes, beloved lady, you were in¬ 
deed a prophet, and now, in the completion of 
your foretelling, I feel the inspiration to which 
I was so long insensible.” 

“ See, Ursula, sec! a black scutcheon is 
raised on the battlements ! I am at once a widow 
and 9. mother—My husband, God assoil him! 
is dead - and my son, as it were, new-born to 
me!” 

The agitation arising from this surprise could 
not have been long endured by such a tempera- 
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ment as Guda’s, had she been left to its busy 
workings in the close confinemenVof her prison. 
Hut a liberating hand was ncai? The fort was 
surprised as before related, and sJie and her con¬ 
fidant carried dff by friendly force, with the cap¬ 
tive garrison, to grace their triumj)hal route. 

All they could lejjrn from the commander of the 
.... *. 

military ])arty whiei'r cllected their deliverance 
was, that it w'as his duty to conduct them direct 
to the chief scat of the imperial ])ower, a camp 
not far distant, whence ail overwhelming 'force 
was about to pour down on the palatinate for th^ 
usurper's overthrow. 

“ And my sonexclaimed the anxious coun¬ 
tess, maternal love ujijiermost in her mind. 

“ Patience, madam ! Wait awhile and he will 
be in your arms," replied the ofliccr. 

“ And the emperor cried she, gratitud^ 
next rising on the surges of feeling which were 
heaving within her breast. 

“ In good time, madam, both son and deli- 

f 

verer will be revealed to you," said a youthful 
warrior who stfiod close 40 the commander, gazing 
with full eyes upon the countess.' 

“ Let the will of Heaven be done! Hut it is 
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harder to wait one day for the consummation of 
a certain blcfiiing than years after years for the 
coming of an rnaccomplished liope ! Lead on, 
lead on !” 

Tlie imperial camp was soon reached; and 
when the little party arrived, no pomp of martial 
or princely pride was spared to do them honour. 
Trumpets flourished, hampers waved, and lance 
and sword were brandished in all the cere¬ 
monious forms of salutation which rank could 
merit or loyalty devise. In the midst of all the 
glare and brillfancy of the scene, which dazzled 
more than delighted Guda’s long unaccustomed 
eyes, she only sought one object. 

“ My son, my son P” asked she once more, in 
wild searching impatience. 

“ He is in your arms," answered the senior 
of her constant guides—and at the instant the 
line young man who had with the other so chjse- 
ly attended on her stejis, flung himself into the 
embrace which opened instinctively' to receive 
him. 

“ And now, oh, now where i, our benefactor 
— the god-like, the glorious monarcli who has 
wrought this ble;ssing—this miracle P" 
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“ At your feet, madam,” rejilied the former 
s})cakei^ kneeling lieforc her, v.’itji all the wiili- 
inissive gallantry of cliivalry'i* liorocs, — “ at 
your feet, too proud in thus paying homage 
to her whom lift;*indiscretion doomed to yc*ars of 
suflerimr, but for whom Heaven has reserved the 
ntoncment of thisjiour.” 

Guda looked bewiMered round—she saw that 
of all the gallant assembly of cliiefs and lighting- 
men, no head was covered save that of the 
pnncelv-looking man who ]ft-ostrated himselli be¬ 
fore her. 

" laaig live the em]xTor !” wa.s .shouted all 
if.ouiid. He, the dc.sjiotie master of the as- 
.sembled throng, noiv rose up, taking off hi.s 
plumed helm, for the first time since- he had 
completed his vow (whitli hi.s pretegf', the young 
Count Hermann, shared,) to eliect in person the 
deliverance of the ca])ti\ e eoiiiiK'.';!; she started 
back, astonished and half al.-.rmed, while a rush 
of crimsoii* cTivered her ehei!;:, her brow and 
bosom, telling that the life-blood still moved .stir¬ 
ringly in the n-fnii'in'n .ai well a.i in the mof/irr'i; 
heart. 

Do you then recognize me i" asked the cm- 
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peror, “ anil can you pardon, after such a tedious 
term of woei the imprudent, the toi' daring 
cause of all K' i 

Guda’s only answer was an eloquent burst of 
tears, while she attempted to sink on her knee 
Ireforc her imperial deliverer—her former suitor 
—tlie origin and the termination of her suffer¬ 
ings ! lie caught her g<otly in his arms, and 
again spoke :—“ Yes, madam, you now behold 
the daring man who broke on your wedded pri¬ 
vacy, poured fortlr his audacious passion, and 
hurried on the’ crisis of that cruel fate, which a 
harsh husband and a base brother were too 
prompt and too unpitying not to seize on. It 
was I, indeed, who entered your bower at Stah- 
leck—it was for my boldness that an innocent 
knight Vas hanged, and an angel of virtue, such 
as you are and were, degraded, imprisoned, and 
branded with the imputation of the guilt you 
shuddered at and shrunk from. And oh ! how' 
deeply did I pay the ])cnalty of ilny presump¬ 
tuous attempt in the remorse which for seven¬ 
teen years gnawed at my hetvt! llow' often 
was I on tho point of rescuing you by force, and 
proclaiming yuur innocence to the world ! But 
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the certainty of slander's overjxrwcring force, 
even wfien opposed to an emperor's will—the 
dread of fixing the imputation which I so ar¬ 
dently kmged |(i remove, held me back •from 
da} to day, from year to year. I had also ever 
a high eonfidenee in heaven, that right would be 
one day justified and ijinoceuce avcitged. »And I 
felt that to a mind like yours imprisonment, 
with :*,11 its privations, were as nought comj)ared 
to #lie glare of worldly ealuipny which had been 
certain “to ass.iil you, had I opei*ly interfered in 
your behalf ere the real hour of justification' 
eanie round. Hut I did all that man or monarch 
might safely do. I secured by sure means pos- 
•'e.-'.ion of ytair son. 1 knew that in <rettintr 
him into my own liands i i-natehed him from the 
ehanee, the certainty e.luio: I, of destruction—and 
I have reared him here, in my own court, by my 
own person, and in my own principles, to become 
what you sec him—and what he will be ere long 
acknowledged by the worhj, Hermann Ctount 
Palatine !" 

f • • 

The surrounding tlniong, who had intently 
listened as the eni])cror spoke, now caught the 
echo of his closing words, and loud shouts were 
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■sent lip from tliousands of voices, of “ Long live 
Hermann of Stahleck ! Long live tlic Count 
Palatine!’’ 

^^"hen Countess Guda in somf; measure reco¬ 
vered from the confused swell of excitement on 
which her mind yet seemed tossed, like some 
vessel On thc’ralling waves that succeed the tem¬ 
pest’s fury, she inquired of her imperial ])ro- 
tector “ how he had acquired the knowledge of 
Iio( sdh’s birth i" luv'- secured him from the c us- 
tody of Von Rtith 

“ Let Von Roth himself answer those ques¬ 
tions," replied the emperor, pointing to a man 
grown gray and furrowed w'ith time, yet whosx’ 
lunning expression of countenance ])rovcd its 
identity with the still remembered features and 
sinister look of her former jailor. He bent on 
one knee before the countess, while his wife 
seemed to shrink and half turned aside, as though 
this apparition was not as pleasant „as it was un¬ 
locked for; and he briefly explained those points 
which still required elucidation. He told how 
he had instantly recognized the emperor, on that 
memorable evening, in the garden of Stahleck ; 
how he had sworn at the moment of his dis 
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covcry not to reveal the secret; how he had 
nevertheless firmly believed in the success of the 
emperor in his suit with Guda, and attrihuted to 
its indulffencc aU»those symptoms of happiness 
which caused the courtiers to marvel, and con¬ 
firmed them in their belief of the dishonouring 
charges made against her, whose virtuotis de¬ 
light at the prospect of becoming a mother was 
attributed to wanton enjoyments. Von Roth 
th»i rvent on to deebare that jvhen his wifi' con¬ 
fided to*him the true situation o# the countess, 
he instantly repaired to convey the news to th<> 
emjieror, having no doubt that he was the father 
• if tlie child. To him therefore he finally brought 
the infant, of whose existence he had nevei 
hinted to ('ount Tudwig, certain that he served 
a more powerful and more generous master than 
that berce tyrant. But if he appreciated the 
emperor’s character, the estimate was reciprocally 
correct; for^ihg latter resolved to keep his trusty 
informant in close custody, out of the possibility 
of betraying the^important secret, until the di i 
might come when his iK'stimony would be es¬ 
sential for establishing the truth. 

That day was now cc-ine; and. with proofs so 

H 2 
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undoubted of the birth and identity of tlic noble 
youth, bis vce(>vory of his riglits was a jn-oinptly- 
oiitained measure of jusiiee. I'lie usur])er Lud¬ 
wig 1'ougbt out bis quarrel to tliy last, nor yielded 
ins bold of bis unjustly grasjied jwssessions til! 
tleatl) in a decisive battle terminated bis career. 
No sooner was the young count instalieel in all 
the honours of the ])alatiuate, unni vbe ei!rj>cror 
formally proposed himself as a liusliaiui to the 
once'-beautiful and-still most intere.sling woiaun, 
whose? early charms had captivated Li's young 
and romantic mind. Ilut Guda lirmly resisted 
this dazzling tcm])tation to enter on ill; the en- 
joyments and the inquietudes of greatness. 

“■ No," said she, with lirm composu.e, Isut 
with a heart ovcrlhiwing with gratitiuie, ‘‘ no, 1 
am not lit to grace the dignity which you so 
magnanimously ofi'er to share with me. Long 
unused to the world’s ways, and never suited to 
the intricate ))aths of 'elevated state.. I must now 
only request permission to retire for ever from 
the briiiid scene of life. Ilajijiy, exquisitely 
happy, in the recovered bliss of my child’s ex¬ 
istence and in the sight of his glory, 1 ask no 
more. No ]>assion with which the name of love 
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is associated has ever entered my heart, but tliat 
maternal affection which was my support under 
all privations, and is my absoi-lnng sentiment 
even at a moment, and under the impression of 
an offer like thy;.* Let me then retire,—afld to 
my own old retreat of the I’fiilz, now made dear 

to me, as the narrow circle where I passed my 

% 

long noviciate, for plenary indulgcftce of joj', 1 
only ask that the odious name of prison he re¬ 
moved from what shall henceforward be my river 
pdiacc ; and that the absurtk regulation lA; from 
this d.ay annulled, that calls fov» even tht tem¬ 
porary inhabiting in dreary solitude, by the* 
wives of the counts palatine, of a jilacc which 
can to me alone wear a charm, or bring a thought 
of enjoyment.” 

It is needless to say that these wishes were 
fulfilled. Guda and her faithful Ursula retired 
together to their now free residence: and it was 
in a long course of time, that their bones were 
laid side bji side in the vaults of the little chapel 
where they so often and so •fervently praytd to¬ 
gether. 
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C()i’>.’TKss Kuniguiul of the Kynast, so was her 
roek-built eastle called, was at twenty years of 
age one of the wealthiest heiresses and most 
niiserahlc maidens of the Rhine country. It was 
not hopeless love that caused her wretchedness, 
nor that made her devote herself to perjretual 
seclusion, and vow that she never would change 
her mourning suit for a bridal dress. Filial 
l)icty, wailing over the untimely fate ol’ a be¬ 
loved })arent, had forced the ardent mind of the 
countess into an unnatural war with those feel¬ 
ings which rise spontaneously in the youthful 
heart, and bring it consolation for the sufferings 
caused by ^ceSdents, which are independent of 
its own movement. That whilh reduced Countess 
Kunigund to hew pre.sent miserji was a frightful 
one, and enough to pro*luec soine«violcnt burst 
of sentiment, though it could ne> e.xcuse the ob¬ 
it 3 
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stinatc perseverance, which produced in the se¬ 
quel consequences more terrible than itself. It 
is less therefore as an object of pity than as an 
example of pride that we are about to hold 

I 

her up. 

W andcring one evening on the edge of the 
tremendous precipice on which the castle was 
built, with her father, an old and infirm man to 
whom she was dotingly attached, some mo¬ 
mentary forgetfulness of his insecurity caused 
* . • 
hee to leave him fbr awhile unsupported.—He 

tottered on th*e outmost verge—fell over—and 
was dashed to pieces at the bottom of tlic gloomy 
glen from which the rocky battlement uprose. 
The first shock and succeeding agony of the 
daug-hter were horrible. A thousand frantic re- 
proaches broke from her,—she calletl herself 
murderess, parricide, monster,—and she swore 
in the crisis of her despair that a hfe of penance, 
mourning, and celibacy, should be the oxihatiou 
of what her over excited feelings' ftirced her to 
consider a crime. She, in consequence of this 
rash vow, slmfc herselfup in hel castle, excluding 
all visitors from its late hospitable halls; and it 
soon acquiretln reputation for gloom as great a“ 
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that it formerly enjoyed for festivity and ]ileu- 
sure. ^'he maiden mourner of idle Kynast be¬ 
came the subject of com pass Jbnatc curiosity 
tlirougli the land ; and the romaatic feelings ot 
the age were aTl up and overHowing regarding 
her. 

Many knights i'ormed chivalrie designs, and 

• • 

made vows in accordance with them, all bearing 
an the interesting heiress, her desolate state, and 
her rich inheritance. Enthusiasm, like all <ir- 
dent tiassions, is propagated by example.* A 
moral epidemic affects masses of mind as atmo- 
'.))heric causes act on matter. Groups of men 
become simtdtancously brave or generous, cow¬ 
ardly or sordid, without being able to distin¬ 
guish the eonnneneement of the symptoms, w hich 
seem common to <all, hut which nevertheless are 
first develo])ed in some single individual, and 
then dy electrically through the rest. It was 
thus that the solemn vow of the young Ritter 
I'iameiibel^g lo obtain the hand of Kunigund "t- 
))erish in the attempt, inspired many others with 
similar seiitimtlits to th#se whioh actuated him . 
and a wide-sjiread display of clmmpionship in 
the cause of the orphaned, and, «s it was (piiekiy 
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discovered, the injured countess. For it hap¬ 
pened, tliat in-aproportion as this wild sympathy 
Vas excited tow'ards her in those from whom she 
was remote and unknown, a base design was con¬ 
ceived by two of her nearest neighbours, one of 
them her close kinsman, to take advantage of 
her desolate and unprotected state, to despoil 
her 0 ^ her possessions, and add ruin to wretch¬ 
edness. 

These disgraces to chivalry soon began to act 
on*their design, by' violating her territory, ha¬ 
rassing her serfs, and preparing more decisive 
outrages against her castle and her very person. 
In this emergency, the vassals, who had been so 
long happy and prosperous in the protection of 
the old lord, the influence of whose good cha¬ 
racter was equivalent to bodily vigour or strength 
of mind, now loudly and openly proclaimed their 
discontent. In every feasible way they assailed 
their sovereign lady with remonstrance and pe¬ 
tition ; but it was long in vain that they en¬ 
deavoured to obtain an audience, or to arouse 
her from her apathy to Jisten to their wise sug¬ 
gestions. The few attendants allowed to ap¬ 
proach her secret place of mourning urged the 
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general complaints, and implored her to grant 
the praj^ers of her dependent peojjc, who begged 
her with one voice to choose a mate and a pro¬ 
tector, for her own sake as well theirs. Irri¬ 
tated and harassed by this clamour, her*)roud 
mind was vexed rather than soothed by such 
])roofs of her own iin])ortaiiec; and, nothing 
moved from her resolution, she at lengtfi, in an 
impulse of haughty grief, consented to admit the 
vassals to her presence, together with the knights 
w^o, avowing themselves ^ler champions, .had 

come to offer their services to her. 

» 

The preparation for this audience was made 
with much solemnity, and its announcement 
caused general rejoicing among the many who.se 
various objects were interested in its results. 
The serfs looked to the accession of some brave 
and stalwart young knight to the rights and 
privileges of their ancient lords, able to repress 
the inroads of the hold marauders, to lay their 
grievanctt* St the foot of the imperial throne, 
and perhaps to turn the fables of wrong upon 
the powerful chiefs whp now daily vi.sitcd them 
with all the evils of‘civil spoliation. The se¬ 
veral young knights who weije the objects of. 
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these antieipations, and who avowed themselve;^ 
aspirants for tVe manifold honours they iin])licd, 
were anxiously vjusied with the hopes of success, 
a few perhaps with the fears of failure, but all 
with proud and high resolve to pfovc themselves 
worthy of the ])rizc they were about to contend 
for, either in amicable emulation or bloody ri¬ 
valry as circumstances might decide. 

IVhen the doors of the great hall were thrown 
open for the admission of these anxious expect¬ 
ants, all were startled at j)ercciving the gloomy 
solemnity of the scene. The windows were all 
closed so as that the light of d.iy was quite ex¬ 
cluded, but sombre and partial beams from crystal 
lamps, covered with gauze, fell u])on the walls, 
door, and ceiling, which were .‘fi! closely covered 
with black velvet. On an elevated seat at the 
upper end of this gloomy apai tment, Clountess 
Kunigund was placed, her pale and somewhat 
stern, though handsome, features, contrasting 
with her mourning dress, and her iir*of cold in¬ 
difference ill suiting with the ardour of the 
throng which pitessed forw'ard to’jtay their bom 
age. “ And iw hat would ye now, faithful but 
importunate vawtals ?” said she in tones of so- 
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Icmn rqiroacli—“ what would ye from a lone 
and desolate maiden, unlit for vjirldly eares or 
bland solieitings ? Why inay I «ot be ])ermittcd 
to fulfil my sad destiny in peafe, and accom¬ 
plish my irrcwtable vows, unmolested and un¬ 
known, in the sili'uee of sorrow and the sccresy 
of remorse 

“ Gracious lady," replied an old mdn, who 
was deputed by his fellow vassals to be their 
spokesman, “ noble Countess, there arc many 
reasons to justify our intrusion on this ^ccye ol 
painful and too long cuduring* penance.’ Grid 
for the dead weighs not against duty to the liv* 
ing, nor should forced and hasty vows nullify 
the sacred obligations between liege la<ly am’ 
vassal. \'ou owe us protection—and we art 
ruined for want of it. You owe to your owi 
dignity and your own interest a strong effort ti 
rc])el the false neighbours who ravage your pos 
sessions and tramjtle on your rights. Evert 
thing caU^i dn you to rouse from this lethargy o 
overwhelming woe, to viildieatc your outraget 
honour, and redress your peo))V‘’s wrongs.’' 

hat would ye ITavc me do,^’' asketl Kuni 
gund, not displeased at the tfvm of- bold but at 
fccting siitperity of the old man. 
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“ We would humbly urge you, fair and noble 
maiden,” resumed he, ‘‘ to choose from among 
the gallant knigl^ts who throng this hall, with us 
your faithful vassals, one able to dcfoid us and 
avenge you, against false Hans cf Valshstcden 
and the perjured Hitter Stalkeiscn.” 

Countess Kunigund at these words threw a 
long and curious glance on the ten or a dozen 
young scions of chivalry, who all stood forward, 
bent their knees, and confirmed the words of the 
old ^maii, by oflcring themsel\es with one voice 
for her acceptaiice. No beam of joy played 
across her features or broke from her eyes, such 
as lights the face of heauty when it catches the 
electric flash, from looks that speak to a maiden's 
heart in tones which it acknowledges. Some of 
those youths she had known before; others 
were now seen for the first time. They were 
among the flowers of German nobility, but not 
one of them seemed formed for her. The one 
mysterious and indescribable token of, sympathy 
which joins heart to heart existed not between 
Kunigund and any living man. , 

“ Well theij,!” exclaimed she, at length, with 
a painful eflbrt cud an air of chilling haughti¬ 
ness, which it required all the fervour and ex- 
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travagance of chivalric devotion to resist—“well 
then, since claims like these arc for^ced uj)on me, 
since the interest of others is at,stake, and iny 
inclination and my happiness arc set at nought— 
listen to me! • 'V assals mine, and ye itoblc 
knights who would do me honour in my own 
despite, I consent”- 

Loud shouts from the impetuous scrfs*brokc 
the sentence of the countess, and gave expression 
to their delight. Ilut when she waved her hand 
for silence, and on obtaining a pause agaib ad¬ 
dressed them, their animation Vas somhwhat 
damped by her rigid look and unbending tone. 

“ I consent—but only on one condition ; and 
as I am ready to yield up my liberty and sacri¬ 
fice my liap]>iness for your good, my vassals, it 
is fair, is it not P that I should do so only on my 
own terms.” 

Words of reluctant assent were murmured 
from the throng, in answ'cr to a j)roposition which 
could scarcely 4)0 disputed, but which neverthe¬ 
less seemed coupled with some reservation ’that 
threatened disappointment to theif hopes. 

“ And with what condition, mjiy it please 
your gracious countess,” said thp old. leader of 
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the vassals, “ docs it seem meet to your high¬ 
ness to clog, what we hoped was the free consent 
of youth and 'sature, springing forth to meet the 
wishes and relieve the wants of your faithful and 
sullering people ?” ' ‘ 

“ Ye shall hear!” answered the countess, 
while a look of fearful resolve and fixed indig¬ 
nation made' the timid thrill with awe, and pre¬ 
pared the whole assembly for some desperate an¬ 
nouncement or some act of despair. Yet there 
were ‘ some bold and ardent spirits among the 
knights, who fBlt a still stronger and wilder at¬ 
traction towards the being they had wrought 
themselves into love of, though every successive 
word and look of hers was revolting to the true 
sympathy that is awakened by female heroism 
when it is allied with womanly grace. 

“ Ye shall hear!” repeated Kunigund, rising 
from her seat; but her eyes were so fixed, her 
complexion so pallid, her features and expression 
so rigid, that she looked less like Jiving being 
than some sculptuied type of mourning, moved 
by mechanisnx, from a cenotaph. She walked 
witli stately strides towards the door of the apart¬ 
ment, followed by her domestic attendants and 
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the few maidens who waited on her person; 
while the knights aspirant bowc^jl low as she 
passed, and the serf's fell back ill with a pro¬ 
found obeisance, and some not without a thrill 
which was less ofYeverence than of terror. 

To the surprize of all the beholders, for not 
even her chosen confidents were able to solve the 
problem of her movements, she walked foi'ih out 
of the hall, through the corridors and vaulted 
passages, to the great portal, thence across the 
court-yard, out from the ?amparts, ovA t,he 
drawbri5gc, and stopped not till ^be reached the 
verge of that naturally battlemcnted precipice 
which was the utmost external bulwark of the 
place, and from which her father had fallen. 
Oftentimes during this progress the most hardy 
of the spectators shuddered from a dread they 
did not venture to speak, and all seemed to fol¬ 
low the main actress in the scene, as though 
destiny hurried her on, and withheld them from 
preventing •terrible catastrophe. Ilut when 
she reached the term of this •strange promeflade, 
she stopped shor(t, paused^ lookec^ down steadily 
for a few minutes on the fearful <;hasm below, 
then turned roun'U towards tl^c awe-stricken 
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throng, and spoke, “ Now shall ye hear my con¬ 
ditions of consent," said she; “ ye, cruel vas¬ 
sals, who force, me to forego my only consolation 
for the j)ast—-my solitude and my devotion; ye, 
entev prizing youths, whose eha/vpionship for her 
who needs not and w'ishes not its display, may 
perhaps be based on some less jmrely chivalric 
principle than abstract love of one who loves ye 
not—no matter! ye shall have your selfish 
wishes gratified, if one be but as brave as ye are 
all importunate. See here!—here from this har¬ 
row ledge of wall, this loose and broken edge of 
rock did my venerable father fall before my eyes, 
which closed not in insensibility till they saw 
him rebound and dash from crag to crag a 
mangled corpse. His body lies unburied still in 
the deep mysteries of that chasm which no 
mortal yet has fathomed. Well! ye all see that 
I bear to look down on that frightful depth 
without my brain being turned—my mind mad¬ 
dened ! Can he who aspires to my,hand be said 
to merit it unless he can do as much ? But none 
among those gay knights have„let an aged pa¬ 
rent slip from their hold—none of those have the 
memory qf tlnit foul crime to curdle their blood 
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;aid dizzy tlieir eyes as they look down. What 
thou uiuKt they do to ])hicc thcn|selvos at least 
oil a level with me in point of daii'v.w, and ]ivove 
they have nerv(^»as .‘-troii:!; and he.ads as elAir as 
the weak woman they seek to male with 't They 
must (\utliin! 'I'hiy must eaeh and all, who 
seek for tl’.e lordship of the Kynash av.d the 
h.aid of the wretehed Kiinigund, mount their 
good .steed.s in full eajiarison, and each armed 
■[)}<', -and then, with iijillinehing'hcffl-t and 
■steady n;ui<’, ride the w liole leiigrii of this narrow 
ledge, vi; i-e searec'ly fooling i.s seen for the 
closest f teo- iug cour er. and where many a 
I'vum'iihng iragm.r.t ii;akes even that footing in- 
•seeure. lie who can do this with uiihhinched 
cheek and unshaken hand, he alone may call 
hiiiiself my equal, and meh only will 1 accom¬ 
pany to the altar, a.s a vanquished—hut not even 
then a willing bride ! If any choo.se to obtain 
me by an ord^-al like this, let him declare his in- 
teiitioiis. and fullil it—till then I am a vestal— 
the lone jirieste.ss of dcsjiair !” 

She moved again ivito the castle —hut this 

lime alone. No •one followed her. No voue 

» 

sjioke. Her words seemed to have struck all the 
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listeners motionless and dumb. A creeping 
horror, at the dreadful terms of the conditions, 
and at the fierce decision with which her speech 
was (Uttered, ran through thi crowd. “ This 
can be no woman—’tis a fiend in female form ! 
was the muttered thought of the great majority 
of th ose she addres.sed. All notion of love to¬ 
wards Countess Kunigund—all wish of obtain¬ 
ing her died away at once in several of the 
breaste wliich glowed so intensely but a few .ai- 
iiutes* before. It wa.s not however .so with all. 

' There were four cxcej)ti()ns. He who lir.st re¬ 
covered from his wonder, and with still"more in¬ 
flamed desire burned for the jmsscssion of the 
marvellous being he almost deified, was the bold 
Hitter Flamcnberg. Scarcely had this im])etu- 
ous young knight, the first in vowing liiinsclf to 
her cause, the most enthusiastic in sacrificing 
himself to her harshness, lost sight of her as .she 
re-entered the castle, then he seized his horse’s 
bridle from the hand of an attendant groom, and 

vaulting into the saddle, spurred on towards the 

» ^ 

battlement. The astoii’shed crowd did not at¬ 
tempt to stop him till he get close to the very 
edge, and till his horse in obedience to his effort.s 
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actually raised liis forefeet to jdace them on the 
perilous “Ijath. Then several of the bystanders 
ran towards him atid loudly remonstrated against 
his making an attem))t wliieh must he folio 'cd, 
they thought, hy certain destruction. Hut the 
knight would not be restrained. 

“ No,” said he in a loud voice, “ no! nothing 
shall keep me back—my passion for the divine 
Kunigund will overcome all obstacles—have no 
fea«j my friends, I shall ride the cour;e in 
■safety ! •Hut were it possible that devotion like 
mine sluadd fail, and that I might be dashed 
down this frightful steej), are not a thiiusand 
hittths well earned, in the honour of dying for 
her.^ On. my good steed! on! "^ro glorious 
death or blissful triumph !” 

'I'he words were .scarcely uttered, and the first 
steps of the courser taken on the narrow and 
broken edge, when his footing gave w'ay, and 

man and horse in an instant fell! 'rhey were 

.* • 

da.shcd to atoms on the rocks below. A cry of 
terror burst from the throng. It reached the 
recesses of Countess Ku’jigund’s retreat. Slie 
started at the .shock.. She watched iin]iaticntly 
the returning of the attendant who rushed out to 
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ascertain the cause. He soon came back, pale 
and agitated. 

“ AV^ell 'f" asked the eonntcss. 

Gracious lady. Hitter l'’lenrcn))erg, attempt¬ 
ing the ride, has been dashed to the Imttoin t.f 
the glen.” 

Iwanigiind started—with horror let it he hoped 
—hut the first exprcs;;i;in visible to the shocked 
attendants on her heret'ife.re marhly countenance, 
was <a smile and a^Jeok of satisfied pride. 

The homoiy ])roverh says that one fool 
makes many.” 'Fhe jnontjjt and wide-spreading 
contagion of liuman weakness, developed how' it 
r.'.ay he, is certainly a luu.i'.ihating fact, 'j'ho ' 
days of chiva.lry pre cat ja.ihap! the iiiest 
abounding instances of fanatic ])hrei!sy, from the 
wholesale disjday oflered by the crusades down 
to the individual examples of Countess Ivuni- 
gund’s lovers. No sooner was Hitter I'lamen- 
berg and his steed decidedly ascertained to have 
been destroyed, than Walter of Zinstauf, who 
had also entered the lists of perilous courtship 
for the fair hand and cold heart of Countess Kuni- 
gund, mounted his war Imrse and pressed on 
towartly the fatal battlement, confronting almost 
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certain death, sooner than let hesitation to 
risk the* desperate ordeal be attributed to fear. 

No opposition was offered. The speetators were 

» 

stupefied by the,recent horrid spectacle, •and 
‘hey stood in mute apathy awaiting the next. 
V^on Zinstauf rode on, but spoke not a word. 
Just as his horse, dfter some reluctance, rcse on 
the narrow ledge and began his forward march, 
the knight waved back his hand towards the 
casde towers, as if in reproachful farewell to the 
cruel mistress for whom he felt ♦Jiat he wf<s im¬ 
molating himself. Scarcely ten yards from the 
starting place the war steed stumbled, tripped, 
and fell forward—recovering itself quickly in 
the instinct of danger it rose up, reared high, 
and becoming unmanageable to all the efforts of 
the intrepid rider it finally fell over, first throw¬ 
ing him from his Sfeat. His presence of mind 
saved him, for he flung himself at the right side 
of the parapet. He fell-heavily on the pavement 
of the broad' platform, but the horse went dyvn 
to certain destruction. 'fhe anxious crowd 
rushed towards tlie prostrate knight, whom they 
found with a fractured limb and a bruised bod\. 
to mourn his failure and rejoice over his escape. 


VOL. III. 
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Murmurs rose among the crowd. They 
swore this suicidal butchery should no!: go on. 
Curses were even heard to mingle with their in¬ 
dignant expressions against her who had in¬ 
vented so frightful a method of torture and 
death. “ Better,” cried the boldest of the serfs, 
“ bei/er the spoliation and the outrage of Valsh- 
steden and Stalkeisen than service to a woman 
like this!” 

These words and the result of Walter of 
Zinstauf’s attempt were duly and quickly im¬ 
parted to Kunigund. She felt or alfected great 
concern at this mad perseverance on the part of 
tliose who sought her hand. Urged then by a 
faithful follower to retract the terrible condition 
and choose a husband from among the suitors, 
she resolutely refused; but she gave strict orders 
to prevent by force the renewed attempt of any 
one to ride the fatal battlement, at least for that 
day. 

We must not attempt to paint iicl'feelings and 
reflections during the night. Yet the mingled 
triumphs of her vanity over the two rash men, 
one maimetl, another killed in so worthless a 
cause, must have found a deadly contrast in the 
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pangs of her remorse for the wanton sacrifice of 
life and Jimb to her criminal excrtidn of influence 
over the heated minds of men. )?ut during this 
night many of even the most heated of those, had 
cooled. The fatal results of the two attempts 
already made, changed several staunch supporters 
of the orphan into deadly enemies of the tyrant; 
and the hatred of cruelty neutralized all their 
pity for misfortune. T’wo knights only were 

found on the morrow to persevere in the resolution 

• . , • 

of the preceding day. They were brothers; by 

name Ferdinand and. Rupert von Ladenburg, 
remarkable for ])ersonal beauty, high spirit, and 
mutual affection. They declared their reso¬ 
lution to attempt the terrific trial of skill—or 
rather to brave the risk of destruction, for ex- 
pertness of hand or steadiness of head had little 
influence in the tj^sk. When morning broke 
they presented themselves at the castle gates 
anew, and demanded due witnesses to the ex¬ 
ploit, if indeed the countess would not relent and 
choose an unexceptionable husTiand, rather tfian 
persist in dooming to almost certain death one 
or both. The names of* the new (candidates 
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for almost inevitable martyrdom were duly an¬ 
nounced to Her. Her eyes sparkled with joy, 
which however she strove to repress. 

“ Tiou of fne Ladenburgs!” said she,—“ but 

■* • 

there is a third, Albert, the eldest, and they say. 
for I have heard of these brothers, the hand¬ 
somest, the bravest, the mo“t accomplished of 
any—Is he not of the suitors now ?” 

“ Madam, Ritter Albert of Ladenburg was 
married yesternight, in the church of lloer- 
b^ch, to Anna Von Issenvelt, whose love he had 
wooed and won.” 

“ And these, his adventurous brothers, would 
now enter the lists to add me and my domains 
as fair branches to their paternal treeNever ! 
never shall Kunigund of Kynast be the reward 
of mercenary man—at least unless he can work 
a miracle in his form, and hs pass the ordeal 1 
have named. Let those young knights think 
well on it, but if they will persist, why ’tis their 
own doing and not mine.” 

“ Gracious lady,” said the old chamberlain, 
to whom these words were addressed, “ might it 
be not better still to command instead of warn- 
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ing those rash but noble youths '' To prohibit 
altogether their mad attemptsto retract your 
conditions ?” 

“ And choogev a mate for this lone and deso¬ 
late heart?” said Kunigund, interrupting the 
timid counsellor. “ That I will never do. Let 
these young merf ponder well, tell them from 
me that I am grateful for the homage they avow, 
but pray them not to run this risk. One mad- 
H»n has already perished—another victim is 
sorely hurt—^’tis too much for my peace of«mind, 
enough for the honofir of chivalry. Say all this, • 
good chamberlain, but say it gently, do not 
’"ound the boiling honour of knighthood, which 
brooks no slur on its courage, no hindrance to its 
high resolves.” 

The chamberlain who went out on this equi¬ 
vocal embassy, and the other attendants who 
heard the words, were convinced that obedience 

to the imperfect dissuasion was far from the 

.» * 

countess’s wi.shes. The vain-glorious prijle of 
her nature was raised to the utmost, and she 
made light of the lives qf men, self-sacrificed at 
so dishonourable a^hrinc. 

Ferdinand, the elder of the brothers, first 
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tried the desperate race; for they both rejected 
the persuasion ,of the chamberlain, and persisted 
in their resolution, believing that had the coun- 

t 

tess Celented, or was she displeased with their 
design, she would have taken more effectual means 
to have prevented it. The gallant youth met no 
better* fate than Ritter Flamchberg—he and his 
horse fell from the appalling height to the very 
bottom of the precipice, and never breathed from 
the moment he toucjhed the bottom. 

I 

Half maddened by his brother’s fate, yet 
urged on by the greater phrenzy of his own in¬ 
sane passion, or what hefancied to be such,Rupert 
prepared to brave the trial and attempt the task, 
which was now looked on as utterly impossible 
to be accomplished. The various members of 
the household and the scattered groups of serfs 
attracted by the rashness of tfiese new adventu¬ 
rers, now began to grow callous to trials which at 
the first exhibition of the preceding day had so 
shocked them; while even those who did not 
share the danger or aspire to the reward, became 
by degrees inspired with the same kind of feel¬ 
ings as those which so wildly burned in the 

C 

breast of the young knight. 
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He mounted his horse—he hade farewell to his 
squire gnd the other witnesses—he privately 
crossed himself—cast one look of horror and 
grief below on his brother’s mangled corpse^an- 
other up to heaven—and with a speed that was 
frightful to the beholders, but which he believed 
to be his best cha»cc for accomplishing the feat, 
he galloped his courser along the parapet wall. 
More than half of the distance was passed, the 
horse’s feet, as if by miracle, dashed securely 
througl^ the rugged impediments^ the deed sedn- 
cd done—when all .at once down stumbled the 
frightened animal, in a moment more it disap¬ 
peared, the knight was unseated, but to the joy 
of the breathless beholders he caught the parapet 
with both hands, and while he struggled to reach 
the top, several rushed forward to seize him and 
lift him from the’ horrid situation in which he 
hung. They were too late—the crumbling stone 
he grasped gave way and he fell. The shocked 
spectators Jftoked shuddering down, and saw the 
lifeless body stretched not far from that of the 
brother who had led the way. 

These repeated tragedies were 4;oo much for 
endurance. Public opinion wtft no more re-' 
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Strained. A universal indif^nation broke out ; 
and Countess'Kunigund was forced to proclaim 
publicly a prohibition against any new attempt, 
to which she hdded a declaration of her resolu- 
tion, happen what might, never to quit her now- 
loathed and guilt-stained castle for another home. 
For it was said that at length her callous feel¬ 
ings had been touched, and that the deaths of 
so many martyrs had, after the burst of her un¬ 
feminine pride subsided, haunted her, as well 
they might, likg so many murders committed by 
her own hand. Wild stories went abroad of her 
secret sufferings, of noises heard, of sights seen; 
the castle was, one by one, abandoned by all 
who could find a refuge elsewhere, the domains 
were ravaged by lawless plunderers, the serfs 
ruined; and she, the obstinate and mysterious 
author of the general misery, left alone and un¬ 
pitied in the desolation she had created. Few 
friends sought—no lover assailed her—pity and 
affection passed by without deigning-to seek her 
dreary abode. Six months thus passed away. 
The grass was growing high in the once .popu¬ 
lous court-yards, the gates creaked gloomily on 
their rusty hinges, seldom set in motion for the 
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admission of visitor or guest, and the few do¬ 
mestics* who remained, in close ‘attendance on 
their shunned and solitary mistress, rarely left 
the internal parts of the castle, of ventureej out, 
into the light of inquiry, which strove to pene¬ 
trate its secrets. 

One night—it was in winter—when the rain 
was pattering on the roofs, and beating against 
the casements, a high wind whistling through 
the angular intricacies of tower and bastion, and 
every cjreary accessory giving q^ditional ^lobm 
to the sombre aspect of the Kynast, the warder 
was roused by the unusual sound of the bugle at 
the gate. On answering the summons to lower 
the drawbridge and give free admittance to the 
castle, he descended; and perceived a cavalier 
armed at all points, mounted on a tall, yet light- 
built courser, whitli like the armour, mantle, and 
plume of the rider, was jet black. I'he warder 
regularly summoned the stranger to announce his 
name, qualify* and business. 

“ Good warder,” replied he, throwing open 
his cloak and exposing* the red cross on his 
breast, “ my name must rest in my*own kecjring 

i 3 
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to-night. My business is love—-I come as a 
suitor to the fair lady of the Kynast.” f 
“ Welcome, welcome, Sir Knight! much 
does jt glad my eyes to see at length a suitor of 
your martial mien and prowess at our gates—for 
no doubt that red cross was borne in bloody 
field gainst Paynim foes, and that its wearer is 
a warrior of fame ! Come in, Sir Knight! you 
bear your passport, and your right to secresy, in 
that revered and honoured badge.” 

With thcs^ words the overjoyed warder 
lowered the drawbridge, raised the portcullis, 
and admitted the stranger knight. Hut as the 
red light of the torch gleamed upwards on the 
stranger’s face, the warder felt a sudden thrill of 
awe; for in the stern beauty of the countenance 
he thought he recognized that of one of the un¬ 
fortunate young knights whO had last fallen 
victims to Countess Kunigund’s harsh ordeal— 
but which of them his feeble memory, rendered 
still weaker by alarm and superstitidff, could not 
decide. “ Jesu Maria guard me !” exclaimed 
he, as the horseman moved slowly onWard to¬ 
wards the coiirt-yard ; “ that may scarcely be a 
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living man—for mcthinks the body and bones of 
the spirit that rides away so sthtcly there, lies 
mouldering and blanehed at the bottom of the 
devil’s glen !” for so w'as the di^al plae^ fami¬ 
liarly, and not*unaptly, named. 

A solitary varlet now came out to lead the 
knight to tlic body of the bdilding, and one 
groom appeared to take charge of his beautiful 
Arabian steed. “ What!” said the knight, in 
a tone of surprize and displeasure, but the ser¬ 
vants fould scarcely distinguish whether it Vas 
real or in mockery“ what ! is this the scurvy 
attendance prepared by the lady of the Kynast 
for her guests ? It was not so—if re))ort speak 
truly—that she was wont to receive her suitors. 
Is the proud spirit of Countess Kunigund gro%vn 
so humble And witli tlic concluding words 
the varlcts thought they observed an expression 
of bitter anger on the strange knight’s dark 
and determined countenance. Altogether his 
air and maflner made them shudder with fear ; 
and the whispered suspicions of the warder 
found a ready reception <in their belief that tliey 
were doing service on no mortal being, but on the 
.spectral effigy of one of the imidolatcd aspirants' 
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who had last made the fatal effort for the per¬ 
formance of the impracticable feat. N« doubt 
was entertained among the terrified menials of 
its being the ghost of one of the brothers of La- 
denburg —which of them they could not deter¬ 
mine, they had both been so much alike, and 

their fatal appearance was of sm<h short duration. 
«. 

Great had been the delight of these few re¬ 
maining servitors at the rare appearance of what 
they at first believed to be a solid suitor for their 
mistress’s hand, and infinite their readiness to 
give him attendance and do him honour; but 
nothing in comparison with their terror on dis¬ 
covering it to be a ghost, and with their alacrity 
to obey its orders and anticipate its wishes. In 
those days of easy faith, flesh and blood was 
held in much less respect than spirit. Prompt 
then as thought itself was the tpeed with which 
the mysterious visitant was ushered into the 
grand reception hall, and an announcement of 
the new arrival made to Countess 'Eunigund. 
She, forlorn, desolate, harassed with importu¬ 
nities from without, and haunted by remorse 
from within, had long felt disposed to reeeive 
graciously any View comer who might present 
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himself. The pride of her heart had been 
humbljd, her obstinacy bent, if ni»t quite broken; 
and she had daily and nightly* longed for the 
announcement which now broke »o unexpectedly 
on her. The Yrightened domestics did not dare 
to tell her it was a ghost who claimed the ho¬ 
nour of an immediate intervieir with her; but 
they respectfully urged her instant presence in 
the great hall, to judge with Ijcr own eyes of the 
right of her impatient visitor to have his claims 
admitted, and hear from his’own lips (they shud¬ 
dered while they gave his message) the terms on 
which his suit was to be pleaded. 

('ountess Ivunigund was .superior to the fears 
of her followers, and for the reasons just told, 
she w'as still more anxious than tlicy to give a 
prompt audience and a favourable ear to the ex¬ 
pectant stranger.. Night, too, was now her na¬ 
tural hour of action. She had grown used to 
darkness. Day-light was a pain and a reproach. 
She was thartfore as ready as she was willing to 
descend from her secret sitnetuary to the* great 
hall of reception, where .the stranger awaited a 
reply to his solicitation tbr an immediate audience. 

When Kimigund entered he«vas .standing ii^ 
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a deep reverie, and when his eye caught her 
dark-robed fortli and pallid face he start-^d, but 
stirred not, as ihough the thrill that shook his 
frame, had rooied it more firmly to its place. 
When her looks rested on his manly figure and 
fine countenance, she too felt a throb of no com¬ 
mon kind. It -tvas not superstitious dread, for 
her casual view of the knights who paid their 
homage on the memorable day of audience had 
left no impressions of their likeness on her mind. 
Shfr did not therefore share her domestics’, belief 

I ’ 

that one of the victims’ shades had now retunied 
on earth, in mortal guise, to do her harm and 
revenge his own sacrifice. Her emotions arose 
from combined and incongruous feelings, all 
tending however to one point. The noble mien, 
the manly beauty, the dignified severity of his 
piercing glance, at once subducnl the soul of the 
now sensitive countess. She was his captive ere 
he spoke; but when he did give utterance to 
the honied words of flattery, when life brow un¬ 
bent and his eyes lighted up, and his cheek 
grew flushed, and cloqueiice urged his soft-toned 
voice into straiins of passionate love, the conquest 
'yf&s complete. 
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jMoniing dawned ere Countess Kunigund se¬ 
parated from her faseinating gifest. We may 
not tell what various devices *011 his ])art so 
charmed away the night—how* many moving 
tales he told of battles fought in Holy Land, of 
maidens rescued from danger, of tyrants punish¬ 
ed for crime—no# the soothing/flatteries which 
stole from his beguiling tongue, tipped with the 
bland hypocrisy of seeming, passion. Three 
days and nights he played his game of eoiiqucst. 
and wpn it well. Never was maiden more'•en¬ 
amoured—never was proud beauty so enchained. 
This may seem ra])id work to the cold casuists 
who argue on the theory of love, and vtilcidale 
what mocks all measure and spurns all rules. 
It may seem indecorous to the prudish reasoners 
who settle down the time in which the heart 
may he lost and* won. But love in the warm 
days—and nights— of chivalry W'as not what it is 
now—though even now, thank Heaven ! there 
are youtlre* and maids whose bosoms hound at 
the Jimt looks and tones,* wliieli instinct tells 
them are the true one.‘ti But Countess Kuni¬ 
gund was out of the pale of all •common-jdace 
causes and effects. Prepared fot the prompt re? 
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ception of the passion which, like him who in¬ 
spired it, knocked at her heart’s gates for en¬ 
trance in the cold-dark night of misery, she gave 
herself up at or^cc to the longed-for delight—to 
the frightful delusion. 

And be it remembered that the domestics, 
male and femalv, one and all,v (and none other 
saw the stranger-knight,) were agreed that it 
was an embodied -fiend in human shape that, 
with such fierce fondness, pressed his suit and 
gained the affections of their hapless lady. 

On the third night of this short but ardent 
courtship. Countess Kunigund consented to be¬ 
come the bride of the stranger, having so far 
taken his honotur and his truth on trust as to 
agree to the concealment of his name and qua¬ 
lity until the moment of the celebration of the 
nuptials. She had given herself thus away with 
her whole soul. There was no reserve in the 
abandonment with which she threw her heart 
into the flood of passion by which ii 't?as carried 
along. Her delight was unconcealed as it was 
boundless. She seemed, to have only then dis¬ 
covered her .real character; and, instead of 
Imighty harshness, her every word and look 
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seemed inspired by the pure essence of feminine 
softnes«. 

The next morning after the*formal consent 
was given, the loud ringing of bells, hoisting of 
flags, and otht?r symbols of rejoicing announced 
the approaching celebration of the so-long wished 
for event. The .serfs came pcyiring in, having 
been for a day or two previous prepared for the 
good news. The Kynast ant^ its vassal depend¬ 
ants were once more the centre of joy and hope. 
Gloom^ and sadness seemed, ^by some magic 
power, banished frojn the place again, and all 
looked brighter than ever—for no light shines so 
brilliantly as the unreal gleams of hope. 

The domestics, believing their mistress to be 
hurried on by a fatal destiny, partook not in the 
general joy—but they kept their secret opinion 
close, and none»of the crowding vassals, who 
now fllled the courts and halls, doubted but that 
the promised husband of their lady liege was a 
substantial 4)£ing of living flesh and blood. 

The hour of noon arrived, and the Tiridal 
party came forlSi from tljcir attiring rooms in all 
the pride and brillianc}^of ornament and elation. 
The countess outslione all the attendant maidensr 
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who, summoned from the neighbourhood round, 
had hurried to'' grace the pageant, forgeUing all 
previous qualms on the score of Kunigund’s 
unpopular perversity, in the delights of a wed¬ 
ding, a rare, and in the present Instance an un- 
hoped-for, occurrence. The chosen partner into 
whose arms she 'was so readily prepared to throw 
herself, came forth from his chamber to join the 
gay-dressed groups, among which his mistress 
shone so splendidly in robes of virgin-white be¬ 
gemmed with costly ornaments, and starting into 
glorious beauty from her many months of mourn¬ 
ing and despair, like the morning sun bursting 
from the gloom and heaviness of night. Many 
a longing eye was turned on the door through 
which the stranger bridegroom was to enter; 
many a conjecture hazarded as to the appearance 
he would make. It was knowr. that he travelled 
in no state, and that his undignified saddle-bag 
could hold no glittering store of attire. But 
none doubted that his good taste tod gallant 
feeling had provided one suit of gay apparel, 
befitting the happy issue of his erfurtshipi besides 
that plain black suit in which alone he had as 
yet appeared. The door at length opened, and 
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he entered the thronged hall. A gloomy thun¬ 
der cl(fed, descending in a brighf summer’s day 
upon some sun-lit vale, could not strike more 
dismay into thf frightened flodks and jierds, 
than did the stranger’s presence, as he now 
stalked in, habited in his complete harness of 
black armour, with helm on h|6d crowned with 
funeral plumes, no smile of^/uptial happiness 
lighting his pale face, nor any movement of en- 
^oured ardour animating j;iis slow and solemn 
step. 

But if the general effect of this paintui sur¬ 
prize was disappointment and alarm, what was 
the prophetic agony that struck cold to the heart 
of Countess Kunigund ? Who may tell, or even 
fancy, the pang that pierced through her trium¬ 
phant exultation ! 

The dead sileftcc which reigned through the 
almost stupefied assembly was broken by the 
stranger. “ Fair countess, and ladies all who 
come to gr^c this spectacle,” said he, in a tone 
of gallantry which rather reassured those lie ad¬ 


dressed, “ ye deem, no doubt, that this is a suit 
unfit for a nuptial morning, savouring more of 
war than love. Be not alarmed! ‘Full many a va» 
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loroiis kniglit has wedded the lady of his heart 
in harness—but I have yet a task to 'fulfil, a 
deed to do, ere" I may doff my mailed coat and 
deck myself in'bridal bravery.” 

“ What task, what deed.''” murmured Countess 
Kunigund, a fearful misgiving stealing on her 
mind. “ Thod hast nought to accomplish now 
but to complete'the ceremony which will make 
me thine, in form as I am in feeling, in legal 
right as in the heart’s allegiance.” 

■“ What then, countess, do you forget the 
feat, without the performance of which you 
vowed so solemnly no living man should gain 
your hand ?—In attempting whieh, so many 
noble knights have been already lost ?” 

The look and emphasis with which these words 
were uttered struck terror into all who heard 
them, but to none so much aSs Countess Kuni¬ 
gund. It seemed to her as though the embodied 
ghosts of her victims all frowned on her to¬ 
gether from the dark commanding brow, an3 
flashed angry lightning from the full eyes which 
were fixed on her with piercing Mstre. 

“ My horso to the gate, oh !” exclaimed the 
“otranger, in an imperious tone, turning round to 
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the assembled men, and apparently careless as 
to thc*various qualities of those* he addressed. 
The trembling domestics rushed* out in a body 
to obey the order which none dtwed to dispute, 
and the stranger prepared to move away when 
Kunigund, losing even the memory of her former 
pride, sunk into the very abaseijfcnt of love, and 

forgetting alike self-respect ania self-will in the 

• i 

overflow of fear for the safety'of him who had so 
vanquished and enthralled Ber, sprang forward 
from the place of honour where she had «at, 
caught the strangci' in her arms, and sobbing 
aloud, imjilored bim (like to an appealing cri¬ 
minal) to forego the risk he threatened, and join 
her in the instant performance of the rites which 
would make them one. 

The smile which played on the stranger’s lips 
at this di.s])lay of humiliating aflection, seemed 
to the beholders far more terrible than the frown 
which had preceded it. It fell on Kunigund’s 
heart like,tiit: mockery of brightness or of joy— 
like a moonbeam on a glacier. She fclf petri¬ 
fied with a sense of colcj horror which she could 
not dare to define. Olie only conviction of its 
nature was evident in every n«w pang she e»» 
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(lured—the intolerable dread of losing him she 
had given herself to, body and soul. *“ And 
does he rvje.vt the gift? or will he risk its loss?” 
Such were the- appalling questions self-rising in 
her mind, but which she had no time, even if 
she had the courage to answer. She still clung 
to the stranger with arms folded round his neck, 
and floods of tefffs streaming down on the chill 
iron which seemed, to enclose a form and feelings 
as callous as it. 

» > 

At length worn out by nervous excitement, 

.she began to feel the faintness which in woman 
so usually follows it. Her hands gradually re¬ 
laxed their hold, her arms sunk by her sides, a 
sickness stole across her heart, and had not one 
or two of her anxious and pitying friends caught 
her, she had fallen insensible to the floor. The 
stranger’s voiee revived her. 

“ Clountess,” said he, “ these marks of your 
regard are too flattering, and above my {wor de¬ 
serts. But I must not yield to thfeii ..blandish- 
mentsi—stem duty must be obeyed. It would 
be shameless cowardice to shrink ‘irom thb ordeal 
in which seveinl brave men have fallen a sacri- 
flee. Could I hyld up my head to claim your 
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hand, covered with the ignominy of taking it 
without having earned it ? Could you oiler to 
your vassals as their lord, or oppose to your ene¬ 
mies as your avenger, one who ♦shrunk, under 
the excuse of your womanly weakness, from the 
peril whicli suitors as worthy at least as lie had 
braved and been destroyed hy r No, no! 
Neither your honour nor mi/c admits a mo¬ 
ment’s hesitation. I must (ride the perilous 
eourse in safety, ere I canJliold mvself fit to 
play iny solemn part in this proud jiageimt. 
Hark! my good stqpd waits for me, and calls 
me to the place of honour,—Farewell!” 

'■ Oh, cruel and mysterious man ! what means 

• 

this desperate resolution ? I absolve you from 
the ordeal—I command, 1 implore you not to 
risk it—you drive me to phrensy!” were the 
incoherent exQiaanations of the now humbled 
Kunigund; but her relentless lover—if so he 
may still be called—broke from her grasp, rushed 
to the doorj-itnd bounded on the back of his im¬ 
patient steed. The agitated throng followed 
him to the cou/t yard, ijnd the half distracted 
countess mechanically liUrried on with the rest. 

In a few moments the knight was in. liis saddle;* 
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and in as many more the horse was on the plat¬ 
form’s narrow edge. The throng who Ir d irre¬ 
sistibly followed stood gazing with fixed looks on 

the adventurous man -if man indeed they con- 
» 

sidcred him, who no*., so wantonly braved a fate 
which the others werji forced to. But however 
some of those less ini,jated in the former horrors 
of the place migliS; look on the present as a mere 
mortal adventurer^ well were the domestics con¬ 
vinced, as they no ' marked him, that it was in¬ 
deed nothing more than the wicked freak of some 
"vindictive ghost, for they would one and all have 
sworn that the figure they saw before them was 
one of the young men who, six months pre¬ 
viously, had rode along and fallen from the same 
fatal spot. 

The mysterious cavalier commenced his course; 
and all but the countess marked^ic air of dig¬ 
nified confidence with which he roue, and the as 
perfect steadiness of the steed, who stepped 05 ^er 
every impediment, with an unfaltcfkig tread, as 
though human knowledge rather than brute in¬ 
stinct had been its gyide. These were points 
for curiosity gir common 'place anxiety to admire. 
.Bj.it the intenst agitation of Kunigund saw all 
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through a diftcrent medium. Her eyes, riveted 
on the/orm of him she loved, could descry no¬ 
thing but the frightful danger of his position, 
unmixed with the least s mptoih of safety for 
him or for herself. Mor j dead than alive, she 
waited the result of his iindertaking; and she 
almost longed for the ins. isibi|ity, even were it 
to be of the tomb, that would*hut out the ago¬ 
nizing scene, which she couldjnot however avoid 
staring on as long as it lasted/ The suffej-ing of 
the fcij minutes employed in the perfoi^arice 
of the feat—for it vins performed—was worse 
than an age of common pain. The legend does 
not tell whether Kunigund's hair turned grey 
during the trial; but it is certain that the very 
sources of life’s fountain were fast drying up, 
and that only one finishing stroke was wanting 
to break the bdhrt which was thus already 
parched and withered. 

'I'he feat was done. The rider had accoin- 
jdished his'task. Those of the spectators,who 
believed him a mortal man, looked at him in 
wondering admiration. Tliose who thought they 
could see but the .impalpable form of a fiend, 
gazed in terrified amaze. Hut shouts of con- 
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gratulation burst from the crowd, and awokt' 
Countess Kunigund from the trance of over-ex¬ 
citement which had assumed a shape so like the 
listless air of apathy. A new revulsion of feel¬ 
ing shook the principle of life within her to its 
very foundation, to its most intricate mysteries. 
She bounded forward with extravagant delight 
to catch in her alms him who seemed to have con¬ 
quered her and \lestiny together. She rushed 
towards him as h^rode proudly forward, his own 
calm and stem^deportment not more contrasted 
with her wild abandonment of mien than it was 
with the foaming agitation of the war-horse, 
which seemed to feel (whether from instinct or 
reason, let metaphysicians decide) the whole force 
of the terrific triumph it had accoi'n})lished. 
When the knight met the rapid advance of Ku- 
nigimd, and as her outstretched arms were ready 
to clasp him, in the very moment of the bound¬ 
ing descent from his steed for which she awaited 
in throbbing anxiety, he drew himself up in his 
.scat, and with the look and tone of an avenging 
angel, at once beautiful and brilliant, to fulfil 
his awful mission, he exclaimed—“ Countess 
Kunigund, I^iave performed the frightful feat 
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dictated to your former suitors by your pride, 

perse^*(red in to their destruction*by your cruelty. 

and at length abandoned from^ selfishness and 

base passion—not in my favour,' but youf own. 

Forgetting woman’s first charm, modesty, as you 

had before abandoned her fairest attribute, mercy. 

you have laid yourself at my feet, a stranger, 

and for aught you know an aidventurer. You 

have disgraced yourself without honouring me. 

You offer yourself to me—I /eject you ! ,I have 
* . > 
proved.my right to you and your possessions—I 

renounce the latteu since they should come 

coupled with the former. Were you the world’s 

queen I would not wed you ! I swore to humble 

y^our pride and punish your cruelty, or die. Are 

you humbled.^ Arc you punished^ I think 

you arc, and I am satisfied. For your sex’s 

.sake I grieve—^foi your own I rejoice. Human 

nature is avenged ! And now, lest you shoiikl 

not quite understand me and my motives—le.st 

those who hear mo might still doubt eith 9 r— 

know that I am already the possessor of a young 

and beautiful bnde, a virflious and amiable wo- 

ft 

man. Know more J am Albert of Ladenbcrg, 
the third brother of the two youths you so bar. 
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barously murdered, when one woi'd of dissuasion 
for mercy’s sake, out of the many you have la¬ 
vished on me from spurious and dishonouring 
passi/'^n, had saved tliem to their country, to the 
world, and to me ! I do not eurse you; but 
even now in your humiliation I hate ,.s I have 
all along despised you !” 

A\'ith these ^^nds the knight dashed spurs 
into his steed, ai^d both seemed to fly like some 
winged animal for^i of tlie place. Before the 
amazement caused by the scene had subsided, 
they were out of sight; but ere the clatter 
of the courser’s hoofs died away, Countess 
Kunigund was a corpse. Her proud heart 
broke as the last wortls of the avenger fell on 
her car. 

To those who inquired, it was soon known that 
Sir Albert had for months practised his favourite 
steed to accomplish by degrees every diflicult 
passage of horsemanship, until he at length 
found him quite lit to undertake tlic most dif¬ 
ficult of all. But the great mass of those 
who saw the feat, anfl heard the denunciations 
which brought death to *^hc C’ountess Kuni¬ 
gund, persisted to the last in saying and be- 
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lieving the whole to have been a delusion and 
he a fitod. 

Such is the common tradition to this day: 
and every blast,of wind that whispers tlyough 
the ruins of the Kynast, or blows in the glen be-. 
low, is converted by the shuddering peasants into 
the groans of the heart-broken lady, and tljc un¬ 
dying eurses of those who dic/l in her unworthy 
cause. 
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The chances of travelling—for there was but 
little, if any, premeditated design—brought me 
ane day to Heidelberg. I had heard* of ^the 
place,* as who has not.^ Tlfo beauty* of its 
situation, its castle,* its university, have been, 
babbled of and buzzed about by all who, cither 
dngly or in swarms, have fluttered over the 
surface of German scenery and its institutions, 
lint all that I had read or heard of this place- 
had left very imperfect notions in my mind. 
Germany altogether, as well as in its details, had 
ever brought with it associations of confusion 
until I vi^ed the country. Its many sub¬ 
divisions, its perpetual cljanges of tcriytorial 
limits, and the ever shifting shades of its religious 
and literary opinions, s^med to defy all effort at 
classification. I never could come to any positive 
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idea about any given place. The whole country 
appeared to me a huge tangled mass of contra¬ 
dictions, which . it was absolutely necessary to 
see, before one could unravel it. 

I d.opt, then, upon Heidelberg as it were 
from the clouds. It was the first station that 
fixed my notions as to the country; and many 
agreeable facts have since connected it in my 
memory, by a chain of gilded links. I am not 
now about to separate all of those, or to give in 
detail the various recollections they unite. I 
leave td other writers to describe those rare com- 
■binations, composing scenery that needs fear no 
rivalry in its kind. Ridges of lofty hills, rich in 
forest clothing, looking down at either side on a 
line stream; distant mountains, bathed as it 
would seem by the majestic Rhine; and all the 
varying objects of immediate interest which a 
painter could desire to unite, form a mass of 
beauty which might be easily frittered out into 
minute descriptions, that would after all leave 
the reality untold. The scene is one which 
requires a wholesale admiration; and having 
given that to it, to an extent far beyond the 
common. I, at least, cannot undertake a bit-by- 
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bit enumeration of units in such a total. But 
one object I have selected, becajisc it is in itself 
a whole blending sublimely wjth the general 
aspect of the scene it dignifies, but in its ap- 
pearance and its history a most unusual naixturc 
of material with moral interest. 

The Castle of Heidelberg, in its present 
aspeet a stupendous ruin, was long a mansion of 
great magnificence. It was not the work of one 
.sovereign nor of one age. Begun in the four- 
' teenth century and finished in the seventeenth, 
it po^esses an extraordinary Variety of. archi¬ 
tectural character, and connects the widely con» 
trasted styles of rugged feudality with those of 
civilized despotism. Nor is it merely in the variety 
of tastes which preside over its construction that 
it is peculiar. The capricious forms in which 
fate has visited it with destruction have not been 

•S' 

less remarkable. Built in parts as the strong¬ 
hold of mere mountain chiefs, in others as tlie 

decorated rj^fidences of royal princes, ruin has 

» 

fallen upon all in most incongruous siiapcs. 

Here gapes a, tower, with walls that seem to 

• 

have been moulded bjj giant hands, riven by a 
fierce explosion, «nd wrenched .from its rooted 
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hold of centuries in the deep earth. There is a 
range of castellated walls and rich fa9ades, seared 
and scorched by, lightning and the flames that 
burst from its ignition. In other places are im- 
jierfect'turrets mouldering in theerottenness of 
time, and again are seen deep marks of the 
desolation caused by battery and bombardment, 
with the dilapidations of modem Vandalism and 
mere mischief. There are plenty of “ Itineraries’' 
to give dates and authorities for every one of 
those details. ' 

r 

The .ruins, vieVed from the river’s batiks, or 
ija any aspect below their site, give no idea of 
their effect when closely visited, or gazed on 
from the mountains above. The mixture of 
stem Gothic, with modem florid architecture, 
in which the latter predominates, is injurious to 
the whole as a monument of the picturesque. 
The flat front wall of what would seem to have 
been the main building, studded with windows 
and surmounted by pointed gables,^rising above 
the roof, offend the savage dignity of the round 
towers by which they are flanked, and the rugged 
buttresses and irregular battlements, which 
support the whqle mass of bxilding, and seem 
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hewn out of the granite acclivity on which it 
stretches its broad length. Wliencver this con- 
ncctiiTg skreen of front wall c/umbles from its 

present too perfect attitude, like a curtain falling 

0 

from before the interior mass of ruin viiich it 
hides, the view will be infinitely improved in roi 
mantic effect. As it is, the first feeling it gives 
while looking up at it from the river's level, is 
one of comparison, all to its disadvantage, with 
many a less vast but more venerable ruin. 

But when, from the mountain heights above 
it, thh astonished eye takes in%t once the whole 
and all its parts, grasps its prodigious exten^ 
and separates its most minute details, then it 
appears in its true majesty. Then its vast 
quadrangle, massive walls, broad battlements, 
and profound fosses, are viewed in awe and ad¬ 
miration. Then the moral uses of decay come 
home to as. The expanding mind embraces 
broad intervals of time, and plunges deep in the 
secrets which seem buried in the moulcjcring 
mass beneath. Every turyet and terrace seems 
alive with the^mysteries of tradition. The courts 
and halls are people^ with beings of by gone 
days. Generation on generation sweep rapidly 
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along. Refined magnificence, rude power, and 
savage strength furnish their rapid illustrations 
to each change wjjiich fancy pictures, in conjuring 
up past periods of splendour, chivalry, and 
barbariim. The dark ages and ■the bright are 
itt once before us. The thirsty imagination 
drinks in the broad stream of history; or pierces 
for some hidden spring of romance, that bubbles 
on its flower-firinged banks. 

But thus seen, all is a maze of admiration and 
ardour. »We gaze and wonder, create and analyse, 
as if we worked "Dn chaos. Masses of nlental 
fiirmation are before us; but no forms spring 
out in individual relief, no actual group is traced 
in the distinct lineaments of its time. No story 
woven into a compact similitude of any given 
epoch. Costume and character, events and 
scenes, are all commingled. Fact blends with 
fancy; and a vapoury haze enwraps and shadows 
the whole. 

To reach any positive and connected train of 
thought, we must descend into the arena. We arc 
by degrees convinced of this. We feel above 
the fitting level for inquiry. We look at the 
rugged j)ath, an^ pick our stepr by anticipation. 
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down the tangled brushwood and shattered 
granite of the road. But we, move not—the 
limbs*acknowledge the lassitude of the mind- 
overstrained imagination has unstrung the 
sinews—and wc struggle long with' the listless 
languor which chains us to the spot; as we strive 
at times to break from the undefinable thraldom 
of sleep. 

I had the good fortune to make my way, for 
the first time, into the ruins, by the most dif- 
•ficult and least agreeable of their approaches. 
It is *thc old and narrow street, on wlrich one 
drops as it were from the steep hill behind; tha 
only carriage way, and that almost impracticable, 
leading from the buildings of the university. 
The houses which form this street, seen as you 
approach'the town, or from the lower parts of it, 
are peculiarly picturesque; their white walls, 
slated roofs, and smoking chimneys growing, it 
might be fancied, amidst the thick foliage of the 
hill side—^ village in a wilderness. But the 
illusion vanishes, in no very pleasant shape and 

accompanied by no very fragrant odours,—unlike 

• 

the pageants which we jead of and believe, when 
childhood gives warrant for fairyland,—as we toil 
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up the broken pavement, washed by a mountain 
stream, that cannot however cleanse the hovels 
at either side. Had I burthened myself Vith a 
guide, I had assuredly mounted by a smoother 
path, (iescei dcd perhaps by some 4:rim-cut way, 
Tiito the beautiful pleasure grounds at the rear 
of the castle; and so have missed the surprised 
delight with which I was almost overpowered, 
on abruptly entering the avant cour, passing 
under the portal, and standing on the bridge 
that connects this approach with the main, 
quadrangle of the’^tructure. 

Overpowered may sound exaggerated. But 
it is in reality the word most applicable to my 
sensations. I never was so struck with any view 
of mere mortal power, or of the joint devastations 
of time and man, as when I cast my eyes to the 
right and left of that bridge and gazed on the 
stupendous evidences of strcngtli and ruin. 

On either hand is a deep valley or glen, 
formed of the old fosses of the place, with 
irregular mounds of earth and grass-covered 
rubbish, hurled down from the battlements which 
cannon and decay have .shattered. Trees of full 
grown height have sprung from the prolific soil, 



AND ITS LEGF.NDS. 


209 


which is watered by the mountain streams that 
’ gush tlirough the outer walls, and trickle through 
their verdant tapestry of ivy and other creeping 
shrubs. Except^some poplars, whith oyltshqpt the 
rest, the trees, though apparently of a century’s 
growth, do not reach near to the bridge from 
which they are viewed, and the effect of depth 
is thereby prodigiously increased. The height 
and bulk of the battlements is quite proportionate; 
and the massive extent of irregular buildings, 
seen around, harmonize with the rcst^ But 
when the eye is caught and riveted by one 
particular object near at hand, every accessory 
point of view is for the moment forgotten. I 
allude to the ruined round tower, called “ the 
Blown-up Tower,” which was split asunder and 
torn open from top to bottom, by an explosion 
of gunpowder dujing the attempted destruction 
of the castle in 1676. I could not measure the 
thickness of the walls nor the height of this 
tower—and. if I have heard its dimensions, I 
forget them; but nothing I had ever seen had 
given me such S, notion of material bulk. The 
architect who planned the erection ^as only.sur- 
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passed by the engineer who presided at its ruin. 
Time never could havedestroyed it single-hended. 
The half that remains in its original place is as 
solid gnd secure to-day as on that of its com¬ 
pletion, and the moiety that was tom from it 
and cast down, reposes half erect in the earth 
into which it sunk, unimpaired and entire, as if 
it only waited the application of some giant 
lever to raise it to its original position, and re¬ 
construct the huge building, which was dislocated, 
but could not bcudestroyed. 

Many other individual objects deserve mention 
—and have amply met with it, in profiise de¬ 
scriptions of this memorable place, most par¬ 
ticularly in the work of M. de Graimberg, a 
French painter, who has for twenty-two years 
been a fixture in the only habitable apartment of 
the ruins, devoting a whole life of talent to the 
delineations of the abounding chefs cf oeuvre of 
architecture and sculpture which he is thus 
snatcjiing from oblivion. This* fact speaks 
volumes as to the manifold treasures of the place 
for antiquary and artist. On those topics I do 
not mean to enlarge. My purposes take a dif- 
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fcrcnt path. The first burst of admiration over 
—and many an after visit having tempered its 
intensity—I cast about, as usual, for some traits 
of moral action,^illustrative of thff pl^e, and of 
those human feelings which touch our sympathies 
nearer than all the accumulated wonders of 
cement and stone. I found the place rich in 
traditions, romance, and history. 

The three epochs to which this desultory 
igreface has made allusion all invited me. In the 
first, there was the thrilling Iggend of W6I- 
leda, or Jetta, the virgin magician of the valley 
of the Neckar, from whom the name of Jetten- 
bjahl has been given to the hill on which the 
castle stands; and whose wild prophecies and 
mysterious career were closed by a tragic death, 
in the glen called, from the circumsfance of her 
fate, the Wolf’s Btun. 

Then there was the painful story of our 
English princess Elizabeth, daughter of James I., 
and wife of*t!ie Elector Frederick V., the un¬ 
fortunate King of Bohemia. 

The first of tnese subjetts is almost too remote 
and apocryphal to stand alone, as a ‘type of the 
place. The second too real, too much withiif 
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the province of domestic history, and already as 
I understand transplanted into romance *■ 

But a third' subject started up, among the 
prolific associations of chivalry which could not 
fail to have become naturalized in such a site. 
This last I chose for my illustration, although 
it was impossible to reject the fairy legend of the 
Wolf’s Brun, and I forthwith proceed to tell 
both tales; satisfied if I in some measure exeitc 
the interest of my readers for the scene on which 
they were acted.^ 

•V 

* In “ Count Frederick of Lunenberg,” by Miss Porter, 
mentioned, most honourably, by the late Miss Bengcr in 
her life of Elizabeth. 
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Who will walk with me to the ruins of Heidel¬ 
berg Castle, and hear a tale of jthe olden tiifie ? 
W ho can find a chai^n in the story of a beautiful 
girl, who preferred love to power, and sacrifieed 
herself to her feelings ? Let sueh a one listen 
to the story of Welleda, and in all the extrava¬ 
gance of its fiction believe it true, whUe he 
lingers on the enchanted spot to which it has 
lent a fairy spell. 

In the high north, where giant Nature smiles 
not, like a nursing mother, on her wild and way ¬ 
ward offsprid^; where the ocean lashes the bases 
of granite crags; and where forests of dusky 
fir trees bend and creak in the storm ; there dwelt 

Ingald Ilroda, one of tlTe most formidable of the 

* • 

ScandinatHan kings. In his youth Iw? had visii- 
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ed the south, and captivated the maiden fancy 
of the timid Alanda, who preferred thi j adven¬ 
turous son of Odin to any stranger knight in her 
father’s h ills. His youthful and severe beauty 
awed and delighted her; and she consented to 
become the pride of the northern king, and to 
return with him to his frozen country. Alas! 
she knew not that it was peopled with a race of 
men torpid as the eternal winter against which 
they struggle—rude as the rock in the foaming 
surge—and furious as the billow that breaks over 
it. The transient and burning summer of such 
a clime scorches the senses without warming 
them; and the iron winter closes upon the year, 
as cold and cutting as hatred on unbridled pas¬ 
sion. No genial spring is there, to dew the 
blossoms with tepid tears ; no autumn to mature 
the ripening fruit. 

And here the delicate Alanda was doomed 
to pine away the remainder of her days: but 
she was the mother of Welleda, and was not 
that joy enough ? The fair child united in her¬ 
self the sensibility of one parent and the energy 
of the othdr, blended and tempered into the 
mild lustre of female excellence. Often have 
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her light blue eyes, shaded by their glossy lashes, 
g'azed u)^n the pale beautiful mot!ier, as n con - 
sciousness of her sufferings; yet the tears of that 
mother appeared happiness to Wefled^^ in .com¬ 
parison with the coarse and boisterous pleasures 
of the women of the north. 

Her father seldom noticed her. He was al- 

* 

most constantly engaged in warlike pursuits or 
long hunting excursions; and when at home, 
surrounded by boon companions in the banquet 
hall, qujfffing from his golden prinking horns, 
until the natural sternness of his disposition 
grew into violence and fierceness. Then the in¬ 
nocent child fled away from the sound of riot 
and debauchery, to hid* herself in the apart¬ 
ment of her trembling and sorrow-stricken mother. 

On one of these occasions, the king, already 
inflamed with wine,‘sent his page to demand the 
presence of the queen in the banquet hall, that 
she might sing to him and his comjtanions. The 
jtage bore away Alanda’s harj), but the joor 
minstrel at first refused to follow, until the 
young Welleda, taking her hand in botlfhers, 
said fondly, “ Come, dearest mothffr, 1 will go 
with you, and Ingald llreda will not be angry." 
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Alanda kissed her child’s forehead; and ex¬ 
cited by the hope of interesting her lord’s feel¬ 
ings in favour of the sweet daughter of their 
early lovely she graeefully entered the hall; and 
striking from her harp some wild and touching 
symphonies, she sang with chastened pride the 
folloM’ing stanzas. 

What form is that which fades so fast r 
Whose sighs are those that pierce the blast ? 

Some mourner weeps within yon towers. 

And chides the slowly-passing hours, 

Unpitied and alone. . 
t;an this be she, erst seen to bloom— 

Her valley’s rose—now sunk in gloom. 

And with’ring with each stroke of fate ? 

Ah ! ye will mourn, when ’tis too late. 

And she you weep is gone. 

The royal oak once stooped to clasp 
The simple wild flower; but the gra— 

Of gnarled branch and rugged stem 
Hath marr’d the Rose’s diadem. 

Its leaves are falling fast! * 

One tender blossrom still remains,— 

Ah, save it from its mother’s pains ! 

And plant it gem-like in some shrine. 

Where rose with rose may intertwine, 

Safe sheltered from the blast! , 
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As the last words died away upon the music- 
> • 
brcathii^ lips of Alanda, the hay) fell from her 

hands, and she sank into the outstretched arms 

t 

of her husband, ;}vhose iron bosom had been sub¬ 
dued by the melody of her sweet voice. Little 
Wclleda sobbed as if her heart would brcak,^nd 
clung round her father’s knees, approaching 
him for the first time in her life without fear. 
Meanwhile, the rough chieftains rose from the 
table, in evident emotion, and formed a group 
around, the royal pair. When Ingald.Ilroda 
could speak, he cxolaimed with tender vehe¬ 
mence, “ Live, live, Alanda; and if any wish 
(if yours respecting our child can be gratified, I 
swear by Odin it shall not be denied to you !” 

Alanda, half fainting with the sudden joy of 
success, roused herself to exertion on hearing 
tlic.se words of encouragement. She pressed the 
hand of her husband to her heart, and implored 
him in moving accents to enable her to die in 
])eace, and* bless him in hw last moments, by 
promising that when she was no more, Welleda 
should be conveyed'to the family of her^hjotitt r 
by faithful servants, and receive lier marriage 
dowry as ah inheritance. 

I. 2 
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“ It shall be done," replied Ingald, looking 
at his child with a degree of affection altogether 
unusual with him ; nay, he even drew Welleda 
towards him, and stroked her auburn locks as 

t 

gently as he could. “ It shall be done," repeat¬ 
ed i\e, “ I have sworn it. This child would ill 
endure the climate and country that have wasted 
her mother. Come hither, Wredmar," said he, 
to the most aged, and at the same time the most 
remarkable of his guests,—“ Henceforward I 
confide Welleda to your care: you have heard 
what I have vowed to her mother, and you are 
not ignorant of my approaching enterprise. To- 
moAow I set out for the plains of Upsala: you 
shall remain here with Alanda and. Welleda; 
and if any evil chance befall me, convey them 
immediately to the south." The grey-headed 
old man Iwwed assent to the commands of his 
king; who pressed his wife and child to his 
valiant bosom, and returned to table with his 
companions, leaving^Wredmar to lead the queen 
and Welleda to their apartments. 

Al.inda was still sleeping, when the trampling 
of horses under the castle gate echoed through 
her apartment. The ominous sound awoke her. 
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and she flew to the window to catch a last glimpse 

* 

of her ^)ncc adored Ingald. S^jc felt that she 
should never again behold his dreadfuyy beauti¬ 
ful countenanccir-that they were for, ever gsepa- 
rated; and she called on him to return, in piercing 
accents of misery, whilst burning tears coujfed 
one another down her pallid cheeks. Ingald 
Ilroda could not hear her; the cold and bitter 
morning blast carried away the parting words of 
Alanda. She clas^^ her hands, and returned 
to her‘bed, to throw herself upbn it, and weep 
bitterly. Welleda haid crept from an adjoining 
cabinet; and seeing her mother lying apparently 
senseless, began to cry piteously and call u^on 
her byname.. The welcome and beloved voice 
of her child restored Alanda to herself; and 
taking her in her arms, she ceased weeping, but 
sobbed, and was for some time silent. 

The society of Wredmar was an unspeakable 
relief to Alanda, who had been so long without 
a friend. She treated him wjth unlimited ,con- 
fidence, and looked upon him as the faithful and 
accomplished guardian of Welleda. Shc'jfr/sww 
that she was dying,/or her constitptio.i had long 
since given Vay to the pressure of stifled sorrow, 
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and now the beautiful ruin was daily sinking 
into decay. W^redmar was skilled in the^ healing 
art, and did all he could to prolong Alanda’s 
life;-but the consolation he imparted to her ma- 
- ternal heart, by promising to superintend the 
ed*ication of Welleda, and never to desert her, 
was the most effectual of all his remedies. With 
her child Alanda was cheerful. She described 
to her the varied beauties of nature in the land 
to which she was going, with all the enthusiasm 
of an exile. Then she w<5uld press Welleda to 
her bosom, and tell her of'another world, and of 
another God besides Odin. But Wredmar al¬ 
ways interrupted the conversation, in his turn, 
when Alanda ventured to touch on. these topics. 

Thus passed several weeks, when Wredmar 
received an exulting despatch from Ingald, re¬ 
lating to him the accomplishment of a deed of 
horror, till then unequalled in the savage north. 
He had invited six noble kings to a feast of re¬ 
conciliation, and, in the security of hospitality 
and friendship, had treacherously nmrdcred them 
akV'Urid made himself master of their territories. 
The stem Wallkyries carried them in flaming 
arms to Vallhalla, to assuage the burning pain of 
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death in groves of everlasting eoolness. But 
the firC of vengeance continued burning on 
earth, and first of all fell upon Alanda’s guiltless 
head, devouringi her, as its purest victim.* She 
was mad,—she knew not her own child; — 

“ Woirs brat, wolf’s Brat,” she exclaimed, ^ul- 
dering, “ thou wilt be devoured by one of thy 
race!” and then, softening into semi-recollection, 
she would exclaim—“ Poor child! thou too 
must perish by misguided love!” These })ro- 
phetieswords werewtared too often not to make 
a deep impression on* the young mind of the un¬ 
fortunate WcUeda. She had heard, too, the 
story of her father's having been once conquered 
in angry combat by a playfellow of his youth, 
which inferiority caused him to weep bitterly; 
when his foster-father, Swipdag the blind, caused 
the heart of a living wolf to be tom out and 
dressed for the youth, who devoured it, under 
the im])ression that he would in future overcome 
all his enemies. 

Poor Welleda! her broken-hearted mother 
died, and she lost her only friend; for i^^ot 
be supposed that the wily magician Wredmar 
had any pretensions to that title. Great mis- 
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fortunes mature a strong mind ; and Welleda’s 
ripened into rel^ection and power. But'joy had 
fled away from her youthful heart—for her be¬ 
loved .mother was dead, and had.Jiot even blessed 
her ! Moreover, her prophetic and maniac words 
hav^nted her like a spell.' She considered her¬ 
self as destined to be unhappy, and began life 
with the morbid sensibility so unfavourable to 
youth. 

Immediately after the burial of her lamcnted- 
parent,..she wasohurried siruy by Wredmar to 
another of her father's castles, situated at the 

I 

source of the Maelar, in Sudermania; for it ap¬ 
pealed that Prince Iwar, son of one of the mur¬ 
dered kings, was mustering forces to surprise 
Ingald Ilroda. Ingald arrived unexpectedly one 
evening at the castle, and abruptly entered the 
room where Wredmar and Welleda were sitting. 
Welleda was busy at her loom; and her father, 
disregarding her presence, required from Wred¬ 
mar the exertion of those supernatural powers, 
of which Welleda had begun to entertain some 
'u^ifBDfl. Wredmar replied to Ingald in a bold 
and somewhalt scornful mapner, which gave 
VV elleda a painful impression of Wredmar’s su- 
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periority over the king,—“ Yes, it will be easy 
for me io command my sjnrits to roll up the 
huge rocks that lie scattered in the plain below, 
and form with them an impregnable ramjiart. 
But then you *have offended Thor, ty the vio¬ 
lation of hospitality; and the Nornes are tal^g 
the part of the assassinated kings, and I cannot 
reach them. However, if you wish me to pro¬ 
tect you against Iwar’s vengeance, you must 
give up Welleda to me, and I shall separate her 
destiny^ from yourS^^^d rule ^t exclusiveljf.” 
Ingald Ilroda did not Jhesitate; he resigned his 
child; and when Welleda heard the conclusion 
of the unnatural compact, she felt that she isas 
lost. She was carried to her couch, swooning 
and insensible. She wished to sleep—to forget 
the miserable future that was opening upon her. 
But her mother’s form, uttering the dreadful 
prophecy, haunted her all night, and chased 
away the recollection of each sweet endearment. 

She saw, too^ Iffcr father’s colossal figure, standing 

^ # 

as it had done the previous night before the 
dying embers, leaning-on his spear, and bioodin^ 

fearful deeds; and last *of all, th« malignant 

• ^ 

triumph of \Vredmar’s haggard countenance, as' 

L 3 
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it glanced towards her, completed her despair. 
From these sad visions she was roused by a 
heavy rolling sound, like distant thunder She 
approached the narrow casement of her chamber, 

I a 

and saw with horror that Wredmar was fulfilling 
his part of the compart; for monstrous and 
misshapen crags, entire masses of granite, were 
bounding across the plain with immense velocity, 
and ascending the steep hill on which the castle 
stood, with equal ease. They had already formed 
part of a gigantic wall, ujjpri which two war-cha¬ 
riots might drive abreast, and defy the enemy 
beneath. Yet there was no living thing to di¬ 
rect their motions ! Welleda shrunk back, and 
saw, with increased dismay, the angry form of 
Wredmar standing near her. “ Perverse child,’ 
exclaimed he, “ has power no charms for you r 
Is your father’s safety nothing, that you presume 
to condemn and hate his benefactor Welleda 
could not reply, her tongue refiised to move: 
she blushed and remained sileat., Wredmar 
then drew from his bosom and presented to her 
a bgsi”.toous purple flower, saying “ Here child, 
I have brought you the flower you have long 
. wished for, take it as a pledge of. my forgive- 
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ness.” Wcllcda was glad of any opportunity of 
pleasing her tutor, and gratefully received his 
gift. The fragrance of the flower was so de¬ 
licious that she seemed willing to inhale all its 
perfume, whefl she suddenly fainf«l, an8 was 
immediately carried by the skilful Wredmar td 
the sea-shore. When she awoke from her tia^cc, 
she beheld a purple tent stretched over her, in 
the inverted form of her favourite and mystic 
flower, the golden cords of which seemed to re¬ 
present its stamite 5 (. She cautiously raised,the 

rich curtain, and for'tlie first time in her*life she 

■ 

saw the sea, bearing on its proud waves a mag» 
nificent vessel, on the prow of which was Wred- 
mar. A boat was in readiness to bring him 
ashore; and he approached his lovely pupil with 
courtesy and even kindness, willing to let her 
feel that if he liad power, she also had influ¬ 
ence. On entering the boat, he perceived the 
purple flower which he had given Welleda the 
preceding dny lying by her side. “ Unthinking 
child !” exclaimed he, “ h»w little you value my 
gifts. Be mofe careful of that precious flower; 
you know not how mueh dependg upon it ,—M e 
may want it again.” Welledif, abashed by |he 
reproof, and unable to reply, took the flower and 
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placed it in licr bosom. At the same moment 
she felt herself 'lifted into the vessel, an4 in the 
next, saw herself receding from the land of her 
birth. She knew that she was entirely in the 
power of tht' mysterious Wredmai",—she was on 
the broad bosom of the immeasurable ocean with- 
out Attendants—the green land became grey and 
indistinct—it was soon enveloped in mists. She 
stretched her delicate arms round the mast, as if 
she would arrest the flying speed of the vessel; 
she.^alled upon Wredmar to, •■give her back to 
her royal father—to restore her to the confi¬ 
dential servants of the household—to convey her 
to the castle on the banks of the Maeler. “ Be- 

i 

hold what you would desire,” replied the ma¬ 
licious fiend, showing her a magic mirror, in 
which she saw the castle, with its dreadful ram¬ 
part of rocks, surrounded by,armed men, who 
were exulting in the terrific flames that rose from 
the centre of the pile. Welleda thought she 
heard the shrieks of torture and 'de..pair rushing 
upwards with the fierce element. Wredmar 
spoke,—“.Thus perishes Ingald' Ilroda: he is 
sacrificing him|elf and Ks followers to the god- 
de.sses of veijgeance!” 

Welleda’s tears were instantly dried; but in- 
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dignation burst from her coral lips, unchecked 
•by the^ consciousness of her o^n helplessness. 
“ Then you have deceived my royal father, per¬ 
fidious sorcerer! and deprived him of his child, 
without ensurihg his safety. Had yhu tol3 him 
how limited was you^ power, he had bravely 
sallied forth to the battle field, and sold hiff^ife 
as dearly as he could!” Wredmar did not in¬ 
terrupt the torrent of Welleda’s reproaches. 
When she had exhausted herself, he assumed 
increased dignityj'and desired her to take warn- 
ing by her father’s fate. He reminded her of 
that father’s guilt; and finally almost persuaded* 
her that his self-inflicted punishment was the 
noblest atonement he could make for it. Wel- 
leda remembered, too, the time when she had 
loved the old man with all the playful fondness 
of childhood. She had heard her mother speak 
of him with respect and regard, and from that 
moment she was awed into implicit obedience. 

Many mpriilft passed away, and Welleda saw 
many countries; but found "ho place where she 
could wish to d\fell.- She shuddered ct the re¬ 
collection of the countries of the iv>rth, and the 
intoxicating pleasures of the south sickened hea 
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She learned with rapture from her tutor all the 
mysteries of ri&ture, and acquired po^vers of 
which she was herself unconscious, until acci¬ 
dent and necessity made her acquainted with 

them. Wfotlmar, after various efforts, became 
» 

enraged at her firm but calm resistance to his 
indefcements to learn the darker portions of his 
magic? arts. He tried all means to entice her 
into his snares, but in vain. The innate purity 
of the maiden’s mind protected her effectually 
agfiinst his blandishments; anS'having no longer 

I 

the power to deprive her of the influence secured 
“oy her possession of the enchanted flower, he 
parted from her, reminding her of her mother’s 
words. 

Welleda was now in the virgin bloom of 
youth. Her graceful figure was swelling into 
perfection. Her airy movements were like the 
dance of the floating zephyr. Her eyes were 
the faithful beacons of the glorious mind within; 
and the rest was as lovely as the Wessom of early 
spring. When she’traversed the blooming val- 
leys of the south the summer b\rds sang to her, 
the flowers s?nt up their fragrance, and offered 
her the boney*from their cells, the mists rolled 
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away, and the divine rainbow itself seemed to 
'cncirclg and protect her. Fairy*-land seemed ti) 
grow beneath her feet. She was at once the 
creature and the creator of enchantment. In 
one of lier wanderings she chaiicctFto rejieh the 
valley of the Neckar. Ijhc stood upon the heather- 
covered hills, and surveyed the lovely land^ape 
glowing all around. She felt that this was the place 
destined for her—^that she had made the disco¬ 
very of a home—that her mother’s spirit might 
even dwell in itf*and contemplate her powe»and 
her happiness. Perlhaps, too, she might dis¬ 
cover in it a race of beings in harmony wilh 
such a display of nature’s superiority; for de- 
s])itc her mother’s prophecy and Wredmar's 
curse, she longed to find some one to whom her 
soul might unite its inmost sympathies. 

In the highce^ state of enthusiasm, she called 
into existence, by her magic flower, a splendid 
little castle, crowned with costly turrets and 
spires, aji(> Surrounded by enchanting gardens ; 
where marble basins, curiDus exotics, anfl grace¬ 
ful trees combined to form the luxury of retire¬ 
ment, and the delightijf Welled#. Yes, reader, 
upon th^ very spot where the firesejit noble juin 
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of Heidelberg Castle stands, there was Welle- 
da’s magic dwelling, whieh struck a piwis awe 
into its village neighbourhood. The pious fisher¬ 
man crossed himself as his little boat stood op¬ 
posite the ciVchantcd castle, and tfte rash hunts¬ 
man who found himself unexpectedly near it, 
started back, as if pursued by his own hounds, 
and fled far away, not in terror, but from reve¬ 
rence. Welleda saw the influence of superiority 
over the ignorant; and perceived that she must 
assume some familiar form, to be*ltble to approach 
the timid peasants, and administer relief to their 
ijfecessities. She therefore amused her fancy and 
gratified her feelings by wandering about the 
mountains in the form of an old woman. The 
shepherds and old huntsmen called her Jetta, by 
which name she was generally known in the sur¬ 
rounding villages. They accepted her gifts, 
which were often herbs and ointments for the 
cure of varipus diseases; and many had the 
boldness to profit by her skill, though the vil¬ 
lagers shook their heads and hoped they held 
no traffic with the powers of darkness. 

A year had-passed away, and Welleda sat 
by ^ marble 'fountain, surveying her own image 
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in its limpid waters. “ And ha^st thou found 
none to“know and love thee, W^lleda said 
she to herself. “ Docs not that open brow in¬ 
vite confidence J - Docs it impart none Is |l)ere 
any malij^nancy in my teiirful eyes.^ And oh, my 
heart! has that no human feeling ?” Asj^e 
uttered these complainings, a beautiful white 
bird—the last gift of Wredmar—perched upon 
her shoulder, and fluttering his silver wings, 
touched her lovely lips with his bill. Wcllcda 
returned his caresseJ;?* saying,*—“ Dost thou 
know my thoughts ?—^Assist me, then !” The 
bird immediately flew away; and Welleda re¬ 
treated to a laboratory within her fairy h^ls, 
where it was her custom to pass many of her 
leisure hours. 

It was a lovely summer’s morning. Each 
little blade of grass was trembling with its deli¬ 
cate dewy nourishment; each flower seemed to 
sleep, unconscious of the rising sun; the air was 
one delicious perfume ; the feathery bcech,trccs 
climed the moijntain height, and the crystal 
Ncckar beneath reflected all this beauty on its 
surface. The youthful wanderer plight lie down 
on the moksy bed of the woods, and dream a 
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thousand dreams of love and ambition without 
being interrupted, or knowing how manj' tranquil 
hours had glided by. The young and hand¬ 
some sportsman Ferrand, was musing in the fo¬ 
rest depths, reclining beneath a rock, from which 
a .’pring was bubbling forth its music. He had 
been pursuing a deer all the early part of the 
morning, and had chosen this sequestered spot in 
which to snatch a few hours of sleep. But Fer¬ 
rand could not sleep. Ambition lifted him above 
his lowly birth. The roof of his father’s cottage 
was too low for his aspirings; and in this state 
of mind the wings of fancy carried him over the 
world, and beyond it. As Ferrand’s mind grew 
conscious of its superiority he often fell into 
vague musings like the present—the feverish 
pulse of undeveloped talent was beating—he 
panted for a wider sphere ; fie felt him.self con¬ 
fined within the limits of his native hills. As 

he lay beneath the rock and saw them rising in 

^ 1 

every direction, he thought they even weighed 
ujwn his brain ; and then—amongst all who 
dwelt upon the banks of the beautiful river— 
there was not’ one fellow being to ease his swell¬ 
ing bosom’ of its undefined longings 
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The grown-up playmates of his childhood had 
« • 
begun ft) complain of his unsoqjal disposition. 

They said he was proud, and at length went so 
far as to insinuate some dangerous cause es¬ 
trangement from their village sports. The jea-, 
lous maidens whispered that he had often bien 
seen in the immediate neighbourhood the 
magic castle; and one simple girl, who really 
loved him, confessed that she had had an inter¬ 
view with its mysterious inhabitant, on his ac¬ 
count.* She declared (jjiat, at the last fulj moon, 
.she had approached the garden pavilion without 
venturing to raise her eyes from the ground, 
until the sound of silver bells and a soft flutter¬ 
ing in the air induced her to look up. She then 
saw above her head a beautiful white bird, which 
gently touching her cheek with his wings, flew 
towards the pavilion window, which opened to 
receive him. In the next moment a lady stood 
there, dressed in glittering white, and covered 

with a loflg silvery veil. The lady held the 

• • 

white bird on her taper finger, and spoke in 

sweet and encouraging accents; but the poor 

• 

maiden could not understand tile words, her 

• • 

senses became instantly confused and She faintrtl. 
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The next morning she awoke and found her¬ 
self in her ow;n little cottage bed, and no one 
had remarked her absence. As soon as this 
marvellous story had travelled mp and down the 
village, and was duly magnified by each wonder- 
lov'jng gossip, a new interest was excited. The 
young men insisted upon the im)>ossibility of a 
beautiful woman concealing herself from the ad¬ 
miring gaze of mortals. The maidens declared 
that no woman possessed of supernatural powers 
w'ould deprive hc.-sclf of personal charms whilst 
Heinricks, and other old huntsmen of the hills, 

4 

assured their younger friends that they had fre¬ 
quently met the sorceress gathering herbs, and 
that she was nothing more than an old wrinkled 
infirm woman, whom no one need care to meet 
in the day time, or wish to see again. 

The moody Ferrand was the last to hear of 
the maiden’s adventure; for no one wished to 
make him angry or increase his ^Idness. And 
then, though almost every other person knew it, 
it was always a secret. At length, however, 
Ferrand’s favourite sister related it to him, as 
she sat spinning at her wheel, It was delight¬ 
ful ! Now he had something to suit liis daring 
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Kpirit—to exalt his imagination—to excite his 
ftclings, 4111(1 perhaps reward them.' He resolved 

f 

to penetrate as far as the interior of the enchant¬ 
ress’s castle, be the consequences what they 
might. Nay, he wondered that ht had not 
thought of this enterprise before. What a wor\d 
it might open to him ! a world of mystery^nd 
power. He passed the night in fanciful dreams, 
and left his father's cot before daybreak. H( 
continued his wanderings until he sank, overcome 
by sud(^n languof,*bcncath the rock. Suddenfy 
liis dog started up, and Ferrand’s quick eye 
caught the mystic bird as it stooped within his 
reach. He seized his bow, the arrow sped frpm 
his rarely erring hand, the bird soared aloft 
with a piercing cry, and a few drops of blood 
fell upon Ferrand’s arm. He had not forgotten 
the white bird in the peasant girl’s story; and 
he resolved to possess himself of his wounded 
prey. With his usual impetuosity he rushed 
forward, caKilfiiig every now and then a glimpse 
of the bird, until he found himself upon the very 
%'ergc of the enchanted castle. He patised—he 
stopped to recover breath*—perhap.':^ resolution ! 
I'he carved .gates flew open to receive him, and. 
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with all the madness of unripened enthusiasm he 
darted aeross ‘the fairy threshold. Within was 

I* 

a glowing paradise of sweets. Balmy shrubs 
and exquisite flowers breathed forth their greet¬ 
ings, and the sparkling fountains laughed in the 
stpibeams. Ferrand, gazing around him with 
a btating heart, acknowledged the taste and 
power of the wonderful creature who had brought 
all this luxury to embellish one little spot of 
earth; but amidst the blooming thickets he 
sought for her in vain. At'length, th^-ough a 
delicate vista of bireh-treps, he beheld this em- 
‘ bodied spirit of excellence ! By a marble basin, 
that held her image trembling on its surface, 
sat Welleda; the purple flower of Wredmar 
decked her bosom ; her waist was pressed by a 
.silver zone; and through clusters of ringlets 
shone a brilliant star on her‘alabaster forehead. 
The w'ounded bird was on her hand, and drops 
of gore trickled from its breast. Her feet were 
clad in purple sandals, and rest^'on the patient 
neck of a tamed leopard. Her white garments 
floated round her, like the mist of the valley 
when it seeks to hide* the blushing earth from 
ehe fervent sun. Oh, Welleda !-»-wert thou 
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not beautiful ? Yes !—more beautiful than the 
atfakeuii^g blush of spring, the gWw of summer, 
or the refulgence of autumn. 

I'crrand ‘lowered his eyes, to gaze upon the 
watery image; Vor to meet the look'of the ori¬ 
ginal was too much. JLove! delightful lovp, 
requires but one moment in which to loos^ his 
unerring shaft. Welleda sat motionless—Fer- 
rand stood entranced. Both saw for the first time, 
the one—the only one whom each could love. But 
))ass ahj the threshold of delight—who dares •to 
it r Who would break downHhe exquisite barrier ? 

Welleda uttered the faint but irresistible cry 
of helplessness, sinking back upon her pillow of 
riowers; and Ferrand, inspired by this move¬ 
ment, rushed towards the basin, to throw him¬ 
self at her feet, in a state very similar to her own. 
No. malicious gen’jus was there to note the ad¬ 
vancing steps of Time, nothing was there to 
rouse recollection from its delicious intoxication. 
VV'elleda and’l'errand—knowing each other, as 
if known for years—^yet fearing to dissolve '.he 
spell of silence and mutual admiration, gazed on 
in rapture and pride. Ves, pride; they were 
proud of finding their imagination of»perfectit»i 
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realised in each other. Let it be so, pride is no 
bad instrument; let it go by what nam9.it may. 
It will at least add strength and independence to 
any feeling, if it dare not present kself in its 
naked identety. 

A sigh burst from th@ heart of Wcllcda, an 
ominous sigh—the breath of love—the acknow¬ 
ledgement of passion—the relief of sorrow— 
^Velleda felt her danger, and dared it. It was 
in vain that the purple flower of Wredmar closed 
its< leaves and drooped. Love's glorious ecstasy 
could hear no propb^iic warning. Welleda had 
ilived a century in one short minute, and knew 
all that had hitherto been concealed from her— 
all in fact that was worth knowing. She felt the 
glow of sympathy, and would have died rather 
than have lost that one bright hour of existence. 
Perhaps it was the happiest she ever knew'. The 
rainbow is more beautiful than sim.shine. 

^^'ith the peculiar instinct of delicacy, Wel- 
leda diverted Ferrand’s attentiorf fiom herself— 
or rather seemed to do so, for it was almost ne¬ 
cessary to rpeak. “ You have wounded my bird, 
Ferrand," sai l Welleda, in a soft subdued tone. 
Ferrand starteu at the human and yet ethereal 
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sound. With a sudden sob, an almost convul- 
^ » 
sivc spaam, he answered—“ For^ve me, beau¬ 
tiful Welleda—I knew not that it was yours.” 

Oh, how csls^ .to forgive ! or rather, ho^ in¬ 
admissible is the word, where love sanctions and 
equalizes every thing! * Welleda held out hftr 
lily hand, and Ferrand bathed it with tears and 
kisses. It was enough. How lovely are the 
wild-flowers of the spring—how simple yet fan¬ 
tastic their forms and combinations—and ah! 
how poetical their language! Just so the,infant 
dawn of happy love ! . 

When Ferrand entered his father’s cottage 
tl\at evening, he found its inhabitants in gloom 
and discontent. He scarcely knew how to ac¬ 
count for this, as he involuntarily stooped at its 
entrance—until he recollected that he had been 
absent since day-bleak, and now returned, not 
only without game—but even without his bow 

and quiver. These last had been left on the 

• • 

edge of the’marble basin. 

“ Do you stoop to enter your father’s dwelling, 
Ferrand ?” exclaimed one of his elder sisters, 
impatiently. “ ^our pride will‘certainly be 
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your ruin ; pray Heaven we may not share it!" 
added she, with fervent selfishness. 

I'errand was annoyed, but would vouchsafe no 
answer. Amalie, his youngest and favourite 
sister, silenfly took his hand, and looked timidly 
yet inquiringly into his" face, as if she felt her¬ 
self responsible for some awful deed of rasltness. 
This was more intelligible than the ill-natured 
scorn of Bertha. “ Fear nothing, dear Amalie,” 
whispered he, “ but let me love you better than 
ever—for you h?ve made me the happiest,of mor- 
tals.” Amalie sighed, shuddered, and hid her 
' face in her hands. 

At this moment the petulant old Heinrick 
entered the cottage. He had been searching the 
neighbouring forest for the beloved Ferrand, his 
only and, as he thought, erring son. “ Well, 
Ferrand-.-here you are—Gc>d be praised! and 
your old father has lieen looking for you high 
and low, at the close of a weary day ; and nei¬ 
ther you nor I have any thing to' give the good 
wife for supper ! How’s this, my boy ? where 
have you'been all day ?” 

These wefe startling questions. The subter- 
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fuge of invention was too mean for Ferrand; it 
would eijen have injured the lad’^ of his love— 
for it would have lowered him. Love’s votary 
feels himself idei^tified with the object he adores. 
He maintains his idol in colossal dignity; for to^ 
give it the proportion^of common-place, is but 
to degrade himself. Ferrand therefore could 
neither utter an untruth, nor mention to vulgar 
ears the superior being whom he now worshipped. 
He preferred risking his father’s displeasure and 
his sistgr’s suspicions. He was jilent. 

Ferrand’s confusion was'’^eat. His senses 
were bewildered. The meanness of the cottage, 
when compared with the refinements he had j«st 
left, was altogether stupifying and revolting. 
Was he the same man.'* Was he Ferrand, the 
only son of old Heinrick the hunter ? He 
scarcely recognized himself—no wonder then 
that no one else should know him. One bold 
flight had carried him over the surface of com¬ 
mon-place things, and he unconsciously looked 

• • 

down upon them Who will blame him ? What 
a surface it is to toil—to spin—to eat—to drink 
—to sleep—in endless repetition ! But for such 

< 
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as Ferrand there is more than this. To feel— 
to hope—to dare—to love ! What an ^'mphasis 
was now laid upon his being—he lived for an¬ 
other ! What an antidote to ^11 tlie unworthy 
stirrings of human nature! Happy Ferrand ! 

'Did Ferrand wait for sunrise or who was it 
that sprang from rock to rock, and ran along the 
velvet turf that bordered the magic castle in the 
grey dawn of morning ? It was indeed Ferrand. 
He had forced himself to pass the night in his 
father’s eottag^ by way of resolutely doing 
something that was oiSious to himself, and thus 
satisfying his conscience for what was to come. 
The first streak of light therefore emancipated 
him—the task was over. Welleda had reclined 
upon her couch, in half-forgetfulness, but her 
mind was far from tranquil. And when she 
roused herself to salute the first beams of the 
sun, she found the purple flower of Wredmar— 
her precious talisman—transformed into a snake! 
and curling hatefully within tli6 folds of her 
vest. She seized it, and endeavoured for some 
time in Vain to shake it from her hand. At 
length the white bird perceived it, and as it fell 



THE wolf’s BRtJN. 


245 


to the ground caught it up in his bpak and de¬ 
voured tit. Welleda watched in* breathless ex¬ 
pectation—the bird fell dead at her feet! 

“ I am lostvr-forsaken—alone!” she ajmost 

• . . 

groaned. “ Wredmar’s revenge is all but corns 
plete—let it be so !” sUe added, after a pause’ of 
intense feeling; “ I have gained more than I 
can lose.” So saying, she fled from the grotto, 
and hurried through the garden to the place of 
meeting, and there was Ferrand ready to receive 
her. 

It would indeed b& dreadEi] if there were not 
something to reward the self-sacrificing spirit of 
woman ! Welleda forgot the cloud that ewer- 
shadowed her, in the bliss of loving and being 
loved. Each little word thrilled through her 
every nerve; each observation secured to itself 
an importance in Ifer bosom; and thus the noise¬ 
less hours glided by, until the sun had risen to 

his meridian height. She then led her devoted 

• • 

Ferrand to*a marble hall, in the centre of which 

• • 

was a table loaded with fruits, vases, and flowers, 
fit and only food for aerialized lovers—who 
shun the grosser nutriment of other mortals. If 
Welleda presented the delicious pine-apple fS) 
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Ferrand—he ate it devoutly ; and if he, in his 
turn, chose fiom the profusion one bhneh of 
grapes more tempting than the rest—she received 
it as a token of aifection. Thir exquisite repast 
finished, Welleda proposed to initiate Ferrand 
into the mysteries of her magic chemistry, and 
led him to her laboratory, a small apartment that 
looked towards the plains of the Rhine. “ It is 
here,” said she, “ that I used to pass the greater 
proportion of my leisure hours ; but now—know- 
ledge itself will iose its ,charm unless you share 
it with me.” 

Ferrand, in whose untutored soul every thing 
that was good, or great, or beautiful, meant 
Welleda, readily consented to the study of all 
that had interested her. When, therefore, the 
sun-beams shed their golden light upon the 
Neckar, she conducted him to* a cave in the hea¬ 
ther mountain, which opened to a subterraneous 
passage leading to the river’s banks, and even 
beneath the rocks of granite, over which it 
rushes so impetuously. As they entered the 
dark cavern, hand in hand, a projecting branch 
caught Ferrand’s hunting-cap, but he did not 
faink it worth while to return for it: The star 
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on Welleda’s forehead now shone forth in all 
the mild luxury of moonlight. ^ It threw all 
surrounding objects into strong light and shade, 
softening all that was abrupt, and deepening all 
that was dark. 

Ferrand felt her sU][)eriority for nearly the 
first time. Unhappy Welleda, you shoulS not 
have exposed him to this ! Something pressed 
heavily upon his heart—^he was silent—and ap¬ 
parently uninterested. Welleda had lost the 
power ,of penetrating into the ^inds of^other.s 
by any superhuman .qulcff’sightedness. Her 
beauteous bird was dead. But the love of jf 
tender and anxious woman is almost sufficient 
for itself. Welleda felt that her mysterious 
powers were irksome and displeasing to Ferrand; 
and the generous being would at that moment 
have willingly saci^ced them at the heaven-lit 
altar of pure affection; but her time was not yet 
come ! 

Soon an* obean of splendour hurst upon the 
discontented and astonished Ferrand, and he 
gloried in the very attributes that he had envied 

or disapproved the moment before. • His own en- 

• ^ 

thusiasm awakened—and enthusiasm is tc*» 
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wide-spreading to admit the existence of one 
narrow-minded idea. 

The choice spirits of the various elements 
came forth to greet the lovely credture whom 
they seemed to acknowledge as their mistress, 
and torrents of light rushed down to overwhelm 
the dazzled senses of Ferrand. 

But Welleda’s presence and her gentle dignity 
supported him. She explained to him the pro¬ 
perties and uses of all he saw. She gathered 
rays from the ^iamond, and dissolved the thin 
veils that hid one mystery from another. He 
listened in rapture, and proved that an instinct 
of comprehension is natural to a lover’s mind. 
One effort made—and all follows as a matter of 
course. Be content to know that you have been 
ignorant—and you will soon become wise. The 
sun will pierce the smallest crevice that opens to 
his light. 

It was thus with Ferrand; and by the time 
that he had wandered through all the rocky halls 
that lie buried beneath the Neckar, and smiled 
at the security which divided him from its im¬ 
patient waters, his spirit soared above his humble 
,^irth, and drank in fiill draughts of the exhila- 
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rating spring of knowledge- He found increased 
' foree in his adoration of the lovely guide to it, 
and pitied the contraction of the mind that could 
not apprmate hers. 

Was this ^1Did admiring l»ve confine it¬ 
self to the contemplatien of talent ? Was it con¬ 
tent to idolize Must it not appropriate ^ Too 
fatal certainty—it must! 

Poor little Amalie ! how bitterly did she re¬ 
pent having told Ferrand the peasant-girl’s story. 
Few things are' less exceptionable than sisiferly 
love; few things morS amiable than brotherly 
sympathy. Amalie could not rest; something 
told her the real meaning of Ferrand’s words ; 
surely he had fallen into the snares of some 
powerful and malevolent being—and she—she 
was the cause of all this. Unhappy girl! She 
asked her mother’s permission to gather sticks in 
the forest, the old woman freely gave it, for 
the stock was getting low. Amalie breathed 
more freely? ind stepped forth on her angelic 
errand in all the simple atld delightful tfuth of 
sisterly attachihent. What would she not dare 
for her beloved brother’s sake 

I cannot tell i^at induced h^ to ^alk in tjio 

M 3 
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direction of the Wizard’s Cave, as it was called 
from time immemorial. Perhaps a presentiment. 
At any rate she could not have put her courage 
to more sterling proof; for if the precincts of 
the enchanted castle were to be dreaded, those of 
the„wizard’s murky cave wsre to be shunned. 

Antalie went on, checking her natural fears 
by some thought of her brother’s possible danger, 
and an occasional hope of her influence over him. 
In a tumult of agitation she reached the awful 
spot. Was there a spell on its very entrance, 
©r did Amalie’s own, exaggerated state of mind 
frepare her for the shock which followed, with¬ 
out the influence of any magical power She 
entered. In the deep hollow of the cave hung 
the well-known hunting cap of Ferrand, sup¬ 
ported by the feeble spray that had originally 
disengaged it. This was thq, first object that 
caught her eye. She wanted no more to con¬ 
summate the ruin of her gentle mind. This was 
proof enough, if the fears of poi»r^ affectionate 
Amalie had needed any : Ferrand then had en¬ 
tered the fatal cave ! He was then utterly lost! 
Hope died on the very threshold of the place. 
It was top rnWh. Amalie turned away and 
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rushed from the fatal scene. She never stopped 
•until she reached her cottage defor; but ere she 
reacheef it, reason had abandoned her on her 
flight.—i^rfnalie was mad. 

Let it be imagined, but not descsibed I-tPer- 
rand—guilty, enamouj^d Fcrrand, returned alSb 
to his father’s cottage. His fevered lips—his 
haggard countenance—his scarcely steady gait, 
all spoke the effects of some too exquisite, or too 
terrible excitement. But how was he assailed ? 
Whose licart-picrcing shrieks were those, calling 
upon *him by name, and uttermg the impreca¬ 
tions of madness against another name—too dc^ 
to him now ? 

If we glance at the intoxicating pleasures 
that had so recently assailed Ferrand, and con¬ 
trast them with the home reality that now struck 
him dumb, cold, and motionless, we may fairly 
allow on the first shock the superior influence of 
the present to the past, and forgive him if lie 
were for a mgment unjust to Welleda. Wclleda 
was his—but his beloved sister was irretrieva¬ 
bly mad; and* hrs own selfish happiness had 
driven her to this. Hadjic been betrayedWas 
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he indeed the sport of the fiend that poor Ama¬ 
lie raved about ?—Ungrateful Ferrand ! 

His father, mother, and two elder sisters now 
assailed him. They accused him ofc'being se- 
<lucea by the lady of the castle—of having yield¬ 
ed himself a slave to tlic powers of darkness. 
Fear&il words and fearful curses were uttered; 
but they were absolutely nothing to the appall¬ 
ing cries of the dear sister whom he had ruined. 

“ Sec there,” exclaimed old Heinrick, “ sec 
what the hell-doomed boy wears upon his finger! 
see the pledge of his union with a fiend—^a witch 
ri-a damned spirit! Oh, boy, boy! Ferrand, 
Ferrand! is it for this that I have cherished 
you ? Is it for this that I have been so proud of 
you ? God punishes my pride, and my grey hairs 
will go to the grave before their time !” 

Father, father, stop,” gasped the wretched 
Ferrand, “ hear me—do not condemn me—I 
will prove to you that I am not guilty, unless, 
indeed, the love of what is goad benevolent, 

and beautiful, be guilt- "' 

“ Say n<) more, say no more !” ejaculated the 
enraged Heinrick, “ don’t talk to me of the 
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blandishments of a sorceress, who has outwitted 
'a vain boy—look there!—look at those blue eyes 
bursting from their sockets—look at those lovely 
lips, tom«and bleeding; where is the mind that 
made them dto to us all, and th& comfoft and 
delight of my old age » and who—^who has d^lJc 
this ?” 

Oh! faith—^love—confidence ! Are ya proof 
against every thing ? Will ye be lacerated, tom, 
scoffed at, condemned—^nay, even cursed, and 

yet remain true to the love-lorn Welleda ? Will 

. • . * • 

the ignorance and narrow-tnindedness so lately 

removed, return, and shut up the portals of tlw; 
mind to every just and generous emotion ? 

♦ 

Ay,—yawn wide ye gaping wounds of the 
unseen heart! Ay, so it was with Ferrand ! 
—“ Here !” cried he, with wild fury, “ take the 
ring—I will redegm it, if she be true—and die if 
she be indeed what you say—a fiend !” 

So saying, he pulled the ring, a beauteous 
sa])phire, fronFthe finger on which Welleda had 
placed it, as a talisman of proof, cautioning him 
never to remove it. It was to be the spiritual 
emblem of his undoubting faith., Alas! see it 
now—given up tn fear, incrcdiSity,^ dread, and 
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despair. A livid flame arose from the brilliant 
gem, and scorched it to a cinder!—“ Look— 
look! hell-born! accursed!” screamed old Hcin- 
rick, “ see the very smoke of hell arising to con¬ 
found you!”. 

* The poor maniac saw it, and laughed long 
and kudly; but Ferrand rushed from the cot¬ 
tage, «pursued by that hideous soimd, to Wel- 
leda’s castle. 

And how had Welleda passed those very 
dreadful hours which were the sequel' of a too 
dangerous happiness ? • She wandered impati¬ 
ently from one apartment to another; and at 
length desperate and perplexed, hastened to the 
Chamber of Futurity, where magic mirrors had 
always revealed to her whatever she wished to 
know respecting herself or others. What was 
her horror, when on entering she observed the 
purple curtains slowly rolling down, and conceal¬ 
ing the mirrors for ever from her view ! “ It is 

just,” exclaimed she, clasping kcr cold hands 
together; “ she who has sacrificed all to the 
present, must not expect any thing from 
the future!” Scarcely#.had she uttered these 
ominous words, when her own name resounded 
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through those marble halls in frantic and fierce 
;»ones. 

Ah ! who shall say what struggling naturt 
feels when ihe first blow of despair strikes on the 
chilled heart?* Who tell the sickening agony 
of the drooping spirit,and the palsied sens^*" 
What voice is so dreadful as the voice of tic be¬ 
loved one, when anger breaks its melody ? . And 
what creature is so meek, so humble, as the 
doating, timid, trembling woman who hears 
it ? Ala^! love’s dream was indeed transiegit, 
scarcely had its transparent^ beam touchtd the 
threshold of enjoyment, when dismay and dark¬ 
ness closed upon it. 

“ Welleda, Welleda,” shouted Ferrand, Yor- 
getful of all consideration, or even decency, 
“ where are you ? Speak, thou angel of sin ?’' 

Heavens! Ferrand, dearest Ferrand, is it to 
me you speak ? Protect me, thou hallowed shade 
of my adored mother ! save me from such cruel¬ 
ty, and de^^dsition ! Oh, have I not sacrificed 
all?” 

“ Not enough, not enough, Welleda ! Divest 
yourself of all those hated mysteries—prove 
yourself human if*you can, or wittaess my eternal 
death !” 
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“ Take them, take all—Ferrand !” exclaimed 
the injured Wellcda. “ I live for you only, 
of what value arc these glittering toys to the 
scathed heart ?” So saying, she toee from her 
nectt a wreath of orient pearl, she snatched from 
lovely forehead and, her taper waist the star 
and *<»ne, and her beautifully formed feet were di¬ 
vested of their purple clothing.—“ Are you sa¬ 
tisfied, cruel Ferrand?” 

“ One thing more, Wellcda, and I am.” 
What is that ?” 

“ Meet me, to-morrow, at the Forest Fouii- 
.tain, before the assembled villagers ; just as you 
are, without one of these accursed baubles, and 
then be mine by all ties divine and human ?” 

What a request! what odious misgivings ! 
Yet to this evident degradation, the spell-bound, 
the exalted Welleda must submit! Unrelent¬ 
ing love I Will not the tears of thy victim suf¬ 
fice ? Must the very heart’s blood flow ?—Y cs, 
blood—blood—blood for the vampi’-c ! 

Isi.it necessary tt say thaft Wellcda promised 
—could she refuse ? 

Ferrand left her—yei, he left her—to herself, 
to her sorrow, -Jo her remorse! 

But no—the noble-minded Welleda had no 



THE wolf's ’nRl’N. 257 

remorse. She had indeed sacrificed all to love— 
ljut the very sacrifice implied a Virtue, and she 
was not likely to disfigure her sublime generosity 
by regret. • She remembered indeed her mother’s 
prophecy, yet *she was even content to “ perish 
by misguided love” rather than live without/ft. 
Right, Welleda, right! it is better to die than 
live unloved, uncared for, alone, barren, and 
desolate! 

On entering the cottage Ferrand found all 
quiet. Amalie slept. Some delicious oblivion 
had miraculously fallen upon her. The exaspe¬ 
rated feelings of the family had subsided into tl»e 
fitful ebbings of restlessness and dreams. Fer¬ 
rand crept unobserved to his bed. “ To-mor¬ 
row,” thought he, “ to-morrow will decide mj 
future fate.” 

He slept—as ,we hear some criminals have 
done the night before their execution. Despaii 
is very exhausting—and the body is infirm. 

Sleep ynf Ferrand! it is the last time thai 
you will sleep soundly. 

Welleda! unfortunate, sclf-devot,;d Welleda ! 
was there no sleep for thy woes , Didithe burn¬ 
ing thought within shine thrdhgh.thv ruinec 
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peace? Welleda trembled in her own magic 
castle—she feared the creations of her own genius 
—all was distorted—life was a heavy burthen— 
yet annihilation was beyond it! SheVesolved to 
pass the night in her own favourite grotto, and 
aci ordingly hurried through the secreted garden 
to it. "But oh ! who met her on the very thresh- 
hold ? Grinning triumph—diabolical triumph— 
.satiated revenge — Wredmar ! the detestable 
Wredmar! 

Our dear Welleda had lost the noble courage 
of innocence, that sacred barrier between the 
devilish power of Wredmar and her own more 
spiritual superiority. 

He had indeed been her early instructor, and 
when he gave her the purple flower in the plains 
of Upsala, he gave all of himself that was worthy 
her acceptance. In that mystic flower was con¬ 
centrated the better genius of Wredmar, and 
having once placed it in so secure a deposit, he 
could never resutne it. But when the purity of 
his lovely pupil rose' superior to all temptations, 
then he was obliged to resign the palm of supre¬ 
macy, and the white bikl was Wclleda’s guard¬ 
ian spirit. 
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We know already that when poor Welleda 
• * 
gave ho];self up to Ferrand, the ^ower proved a 

very exact emblem of Wrcdmar’s malice. We 

know too tliat the death of the white bird was 

» V 

but the type of Wredmar’s approaching doom. 

The sudden apparition of Wrcdmar v^s 
frightful enough ; but after the first momeiit of 
suqirise was over, the injured Welleda assumed 
all that was left her of womanly dignity and na¬ 


tural courage. “ You are here to witness and 

\ • 

accclerjatc my fate, Wredmar.?’’ she exclaimed; 


“ not to arrest it 


“Not exactly,” answered Wredmar; “but 
you may even now avoid the destiny that ^ the 
angry Nomes are preparing for you. But I do 
not expect thus much of wisdom and gratitude 
from you.” 

“ I understand you,” replied Welleda, raising 
her youthful head with graceful pride; “ I un¬ 
derstand you, and resist you. Let the awful 
Nomes be*salisfied, I am ready to appease them, 
and to seek my mother’s sfiade in the world of 


spirits, to which I feel that I^am hasting.” 

She turned to walk away from tiie presence of 


the gloating fiend, who now sought <o win hjr 
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by the operation of fear. He sprang after her, 
laid his wither,ed hand upon her arm, and mut¬ 
tered close to her ear—“ Look—look, mad girl! 

perverse Welleda, look at your fairy castle!" 

1 

Welleda \lid indeed turn towards it involun- 
tat'ily, she half hoped to’ have seen Ferrand at 
its entrance gate. But no, the tasteful and 
costly edifice was sinking fast into the earth, 
and Welleda saw its last pinnacle entombed! She 
broke from the cruel grasp of Wredmar, and 
rulhed into the forest. 

The next morning it seemed as if the sun had 
Scarcely power enough to lift the heavy mist 
from the bosom of the valley; but when at length 
his beams had broken through all impediments, 
you might see numerous groups of villagers in 
their best attire, talking mysteriously together, 
as if some great event was abeut to happen. 

Presently old Heinrick, his wife, and Bertha, 

made their appearance. “ Well, neighbour, 

« 

how goes it with Amalie?” asked” one, judici¬ 
ously^ touching the very string that was strained 
to bursting.’ 

“ Oh,V don't ask—don’t ask !” groaned Hein¬ 


rick. 
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Just at the conclusion of this desponding sen¬ 
tence, tjie crowd of peasants opjjned to admit 
the young man, whose unbridled haste seemed 
as if it would be^r down every obstacle before it. 
“ Here is Ferrand,” whispered the shuddering 
multitude. 

And it was indeed Ferrand, striding'on to 
the Forest Fountain; but his bitter feelings'found 
some material for explosion, as he passed through 
the throng of sneering or terribed villagers. 
“ Co^e, 'come on, cowards !’’ exclaimed lie; 
‘‘ come and sec your accursed folly, and ask 
))ardon for it!” 

He strode on, careless of the insults wjiich 
such an address was likely to bring upon him. 
He could hear, he could feel nothing of external 
outrage. But something from within screamed 
“ death!” into his ear, and something echoed 
“ Welleda!” in his heart. 

The younger peasants who had repulsed his 
rude words,‘were nevertheless half afraid and 
completely awed by his daring manner, and they 
tacitly agreed to think him deranged. “ Why 

should we quarrel with a madman ?” ^id they 

* • 

to each otljer. So they followed, as- rapidly as 
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tliey could, the difficult path which Fcrrand had 
chosen. .lust hen a shriek from a female voice, 
and a yell from Ferrand, came down upon them 
all with terrific strength. They hurried on, old 
Heinrick and his family at their head. 

•At the Forest Fountain, bathed in a stream 
of blood that gushed from her loving heart, lay 
the beautiful, the exquisite Welleda. Ferrand, 
wretched Ferrand, her half murderer, was vainly 
endeavouring to quench that flood of^ life. At 
his’ feet was a sjie-wolf—dead. This ferocious 
monster had realized the dreadful prophecy 
trhich overhung the fate of Welleda. “ Wolf's 
brat—wolf’s brat—thou shalt be devoured by 
one of thine own brood!” 

Who shall survive the loved one ? Let death 
grasp both in his iron arms—let the same grave 
close over them—and the same eternity await 
them. 

When Ferrand had long clasped the corpse 

i 

of Welleda to his heart in spcechlesa agony, he 
looked down upon her composed features—ephn, 
cold, and lixcd. “ Dead!” exclaimed he at 
length; \‘ Wfelleda is dead, and I have killed 
h,er!” 
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Ilis heart broke in that fierce pang. He was 
laid at her side beneath the lime-tree that shaded 
the fountain; and from that day, for centuries 
down, the scene pf this tragedy has been, and is 
still, called “ the Wolf’s Brun.” 
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I t seems-almost inconsistent with modern habits 
to ideatify*thc good and intelligent fatl\|;r oT a 
family with tlie su'cecssful rtiler of a kingdom ; 
but it may be refreshing to look back a few cen¬ 
turies for a more natural state of things ; to^ee, 
ill thought, the jialaces of kings and princes 
cheered by the hajipy sunshine of domestic en¬ 
dearment, and then to coiitemjtlate with added 
interest the jiicttfresciue ruins that bring such 
scenes to cur iuiagiiiaticn. 

I have wandeied often through the splendid 
court of lieitlelbtrg C'astlc, and gazctl tin each 
separate fragment with painful admiration ; hut 
1 do not think that any pointy sends its V'.fhientc 
so at once to the heart as tlie lityt' GtAhic GL- 
riette of Lynis the Third. I call it becau^ 

N 2 



268 


THE LEGEND OF 


he liallowed it by finding leisure to fulfil, be¬ 
neath its small arched roof, the saered duties of 
a father. He edueated his children himself, 
procuring for them at the same time all the ad¬ 
vantages of skilful masters ; and the fifteenth 
century was rich in these. 

I will not, however, rob this portion of the 
ruin, I mean the large square building of which 
this window is the solitary ornament, of its claim 
to be valued, exclusively, as the most ancient 
part of the whole castle. It was commenced by 
the Count I’alatine llodolphus I., towards the 
jX'ar 1300, and comj)loted by his son and suc- 
cesser, Adolj)hus, in 1325. Think of its grev 
hairs—I mean its grey stones !—not that the 
stones of Heidelberg Castle arc grey, exce])l 
where the influence of the weather has ])ro- 
duced the fascinating neutral tints, for the deej) 
red granite gives warmth and richness to 
its mouldering walls. The mountains which 
brace in the Xcekar from Heidelberg to Neck- 
arstcinach, with the exception of a few rocks 
opposite-the abbey ,of St. Itubourg, ])roduce no¬ 
thing else ; anil some exhausted (juarries in the 
immediate.'neiglibourhood of the castle itself, are 
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specific criteria of its enduring materials ; whe- 

• 

ther glowing in the blushing sun»et, or melting 
into phantom outlines in the morning mist, they 
are almost equally beautiful. 

Count Ruprecht was the next princely archi¬ 
tect ; and added his long, and now most gloomy, 
palace to that of Rodolphus and his son. Pro- 
bably his visit to Rome on the occasion of his 
being crowned by the pope “ Emperor of the 
holy Roman kingdom of the German nation,” 
inspirqd hfln with the useful ambition of.embel- 
lishing the proud residence’ of his aucestors— 
the noble burthen of the Jettcnbuhl. At afl 
events he was enabled to borrow much from Italy, 
and to nurse the rising talents of his son and 
successor, Louis the Third, our good father of 
the Gloriette. The liberality of Ruprecht in¬ 
duced many artiSls to give up their classic 
ground for pecuniary and personal advantages, 
and the young ^Louis knew liow to value their 
instruction.* 

He, in his turn, encouraged and protected 
all who had taken a share in,his owh education, 
and retained theinj)y niunincence,and ^'iendship 
in liis castlf, as the future tutors of bfk childrei). 
.(\mongst those, he was more particularly attach- 
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ed to the two ixiost youthful; the German Kcm- 
nat, and the Italian Geroniino Benini; both of 
them had married into his household, and seem- 

I 

ed t" have become fixtures in the establishment; 
both, too, were fathers, and the good and gener¬ 
ous Louis saw no objection to including the 
youn{r Ratfaello and Eugenia as pupils of the 
Gloriette, wishing to excite emulation in his ju¬ 
venile academy, and perhaps to illustrate his own 
estimate of real greatness in this simple and 
pleasing manner; Let us think we See the in¬ 
teresting group, while the- many-coloured beams 
of the morning sun peer in through the antique 
staihed-glass of the window, and brightly etch it. 
How touching the variety of beauty and expres¬ 
sion, from the paternal dignity of Louis, the 
shrewd sagacity of Kemnat, and the melancholy 
pathos of Geronimo, to the feoyish, yet graceful 
gaiety of the elder prince, the fine and thoiight- 
fui features of his brother, the classic contour of 
the young Italian, {ind the fairy loveliness of the 
little girl. But this is only a glimpse; we must 
gallop l^ith time, and find all these young peo- 
])le advancing rapidly on the beaten track of 
fiian's existence. 

Louis saw his children’s progress with the 



RUPRECHT’s building. 271 

satisfaction of a virtuous parent, who has felt his 
responsibility and acted up to hfs^ sense of duty. 
There was a vast difference between the two 
young princes. Louis was amiable and agree¬ 
able, but not talented; whilst his Jbrother^Fre¬ 
derick, silent, thought^l, vigorous, soared high 
above him; but this disparity never injurfld their 
sweet fraternity of aflection. 

Louis invariably consulted Frederick in all 
his youthful enterprises; and Frederick never 
failed ^to u|^hold his brother, and even joined in 
sports tliat he scarcely liked, for the sake of 
pleasing him. Louis was accomplished; be 
loved music, and danced well, for nature had 
endowed him with every pliant facility. 

Frederick hated dancing, and at length ob¬ 
tained his father’s permission to abandon it; but 
he fenced gracefu\jy, rode well, and shewed much 
taste in architectural design. He was always 
planning some improvement for the dear old 
castle. IJis'happy father listened to all his pro- 
j)osed changes or* additions with afteeflonate 

pride; and often told him, that bad not the 

• * 

public funds been so redbeed by Ms own fiuher’s 
expenses in building, and supporting »he trouble- 
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some dignity with which the electors had in¬ 
vested him, he would gladly listen to Frederick’s 
schemes. 

'I’hc talents of Raffaello were running jiarallcl 
lines with those of his noble associate, with this 
diPcrence, Rafaello preferred sculpture to archi¬ 
tecture ; he excelled also in music and singing, 
and danced as well as Prince Louis himself. 
Still there was a pensiveness and a daring that 
united him more closely to the younger prince. 
Frederick was always with Raffaello when^Louis 
did not want him. And dear little Eugenia, the 
fL.ir child with hazel eyes and golden hair, how 
old was she ? She was just fifteen; beauty was 
in the blossom, and the flower grew lovelier with 
every added day. 

Old Kcmnat, for he really was growing old, 
gazed on his innocent child, ard wished that he 
had married earlier in life. His wife had long 
been dead, but after the first years of loneliness, 
liis daughter filled up the void in his heart; 
and Ke only seemed to live for her, and his 
adored pupi' Frederick. The favourite prince 
often passed whole evenings in the apartments of 
Kemnat; and thus time hastened over the flow- 
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cry paths of youthful and unalloyed pleasure, 
‘and no one noticed its quickened footsteps. 

Oh, spr^pg of life ! oh, morning of the mind. 
Bursting wijji youthful vigour, glorious, brightgl 
Pause ye of wintry m^cl, and thought confin’d, 

And bless for once, this image of delight; 

Cherish the young with kind encouragemeift. 

So shall ye, yet, redeem the time misspent !, 

It will scarcely be supposed that the young 
}>rinccs were allowed to possess all their supe- 
rioriti«s, without exciting in c<!rtain nobJc fami¬ 
lies, whose views of.educafion had Ijccn more 
limited, envy, hatred, and malice. The ofil 
Count de Luzelstein, the proudest and iiiost 
powerful vassal of the electorate, contented him¬ 
self with muttering some ill-omened prophecy, 
that all would not end well. Ilis two sons, 
Wilhelm and Frahz, were nearly of the same age 
as the princes; and his only daughter l.eonora, 
though only sixteen, was the admiration of all 

who had s6en her in her dawn of beauty. She 

• • 

was an exquisite model of personal ])erfection, 
but like all the females of tlif age, ^hewas con¬ 
demned to a very limited educat^m, atid her in¬ 
fant pride# and passions were jiamphred, unlil 
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they became totally insubordinate, and defied all 
restraint. She bad no mother. Her father 
doted on her beauty, and he had no nund to 
sympathize with or cherish mental charms. He 
was glad that' the elector had no daughter, and 
he*j)leascd himself with dreams of ambition, that 
placed his child on the throne of the palatinate. 

"Young" Louis had long been betrothed to ]\Iar- 
garet of Savoy, he therefore was beyond reach ; 
but Frederick might still be his son-in-law. In 
short, he only wi^ited for a favourable o]iportu- 
nity of making the f)roposal to the elector. But 
dhath interfered between his ambition and its 
objcft. 

In the year 1450, on the last day of the month 
of .[lugust, the castle bell was heard to toll. The 
centre tower echoed the mournful re[)etition of 
the funeral knell, and the churt'li of St. I’cter, ;ind 
the recently completed one of the Holy (Ihost, 
mingled their melancholy mu.sic; the troo])s 

were drawn up on the Place dWrinf.s; group.s 

, « ‘ 

of the inhabitants were seen here and there, eon- 

« 

versing apparently jn a low tone, and universally 
dressed in blafk : some dignitaries of the uni- 
v,crsity wefe winding their way up to. the castle 
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by the northern entrance; and a procession of 
Carmelite monks were following them at some 
distance, bearing torches and various religious 
syml)ols. *It was the funeral of the good elector 
that called forth this display of .pious pomp. 
Louis, on his death-b^dT had commanded that 
bis funeral should be as simple as might*bc con¬ 
sistent with the dignity of the country of which ' 
he had been so long the chief; but he desired 
that his people might follow him to the grave. 
Lest hom:^c to a good and patriarchal sovereign. 

He was followed by one large family. 'Fhe old 

* • 

and the infirm, who could not walk, were carri«l 
in litters by their children or friends ; and every 
liousc was empty, l])r no one would be left be¬ 
hind 

Many tears were shed, and many heart-felt 
and fiM vent prayers were carried along the im- 
inei’sc concourse, like the sighs and wailings of 
the ocean. All wa>^ finished. Money was dis¬ 
tributed to. the *poor classes by the almoner and 
mayor ; and the dark colunm.s of peo])le iSoved 
away with heavy steps from the scene pf inter¬ 
ment. 

IJiit how describe the grief of two nffectionate 
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sons ; and numerous devoted followers ? Grief 
was new to I^guis and Frederick. Louis sunk 
beneath its pressure during the first few days ; 
but he soon rallied. It was too heavy, too 
dreadfully irksome to his weak, yet lively tem¬ 
perament; and he thought he was making a 
great elfort to shake it off when, as a matter of 
course,' he turned his thoughts to the reception 
of his bride, and his own coronation as Elector 
Palatine. It was a seasonable relief for him: 
and he fled away from sorrow as from/.om^thing 
too serious to encounter. But Frederick hugged 
his affliction, and brought it near to him. He 
knew the depth of his sorrow, yet did not fear to 
plunge into it, and thougli, no one knew how 
much he suffered, because he shrunk from every 
jiublic demonstration, yet no one suffered so 
much or so long. 

The death of his beloved father had a decided 
influence upon the ripening of his energetic cha¬ 
racter. He wandered about the fOrasts of the 
surrounding mountains, and gave himself uj) to 
reflection and secret sorrow. After many hours’ 
wandering, on’one of these rambling excursions, 
he sank ej^iausted by fatigue and despondency 
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Gn the Giant’s Stone; an enormous mass of gra- 
*nite, detached from its originaj bed by some 
violent shock, and which still hangs above the 
town of Heidelberg on the mountain side. For 
the first time,* yes, the first time sjnce the*death 
of his invaluable parc^ Frederick wept. Who 
can tell the luxury of tears, to those wh6 seldom 
weep P Frederick sat upon the Rieaciistein, 
threw his arms upon it, and buried his face 
within the close circle that they made. It was 
within a.&w days of Louis’s coronation andtnar- 
riagc; for both ceremonies.were to take place on 
the same occasion. The fair Margaret wasin- 
stalled with some of her relations in Rodolphus’s 
building; and th^ first ball since the death of 
the elector, was to take place in the Rittersaal. 
or Knight’s Hall, of Ruprccht’s palace. 

liouis was cxyted, he loved his young bride 
passionately ; but the fever of conscious defi¬ 
ciency haunted him by night and by day, and 
made hijn»fcc1 the coming dignity of elector to 
be insupjHirtahlc. * He wolild have been‘glad in 
the romance of early and mutui\^ affection, to 
have occupied a cottilge on tl»c banks of the 
smiling Ncckar, so that his idolijied Margaret 
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had been content to share his fate, rather than 
ascend the throne of his fatlier, and feel that he 
was not made for it. He was, indeed, in the 
gi'catest distress of mind ; when suddenly an 
idea of happy .promise flashed acro,ss him. Might 
he not associate his brotlier with him in the 
.sovereignty ? 

Itlessod be that singleness of heart which does 
not envy the superiority of a brother! lllesseil 
be the pure affection that rejoices in it! thrice 
liapj.y Louis and Frederick ! Lojj/s clings 
)iroudly to his brother for su])port; and J'rede- 
ric'-’s noble nature yields it with humility ! 

Louis had employed several liours in seeking 
his; brother. Ilis heart was full to overflowing: 
he longed to pour his whole soul into the fra¬ 
ternal bosom that ever Hew wide open to his ein- 
1/race, At length, at a distance;, he thouglit he 
rieognizcd the manly figure oi' J'’redcrick, ;is it 
lay stretched upon the lliescnstein. He .still wore 
his black dress ; and the graceuil' abaiidojinient 
of grief was so new to Frederick, that Louis 
started in admjration of it. 

.Just at this moment a tall and elegant figure, 
on the acclivity of the mountain, withdrew. It 
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was Raffaello, who followed Frederick unseen; 
but who retired on perceiving th%t I-.ouis was ap¬ 
proaching the prostrate prince. The timid and 
truly aflcctionaj;e Louis feared to interrupt a sor¬ 
row so violent and so private ; bui his last foot- 
ste]> had struck upon the sensibility of ^ his 
brother, who suddenly lifted himself from the 
rock, in the dread of having been obser\’cd by :l 
stranger. But when be recognized his dear 
Louis, he opened his arms, and both brothers 
rushfd te-^jthe embrace. 'J'hey stood, Ipekcd in 
each other’s arms, for sortie minutes, a united 
pillar of strength. At length the sunny tears-'of 
Imnis having produced upon himself all tl^c soft 
refreshment of a summer’s shower, he ventured 
to interrupt the deep sobbings of his brother, in 
broken sentences :—“ Oh, Frederick, dear, dear 
Fritz, you are wnhapjiy, while I am thought¬ 
lessly hurrying on to seize new pleasures ! 'Why 
did you not check me r I feel now, that I have 
not long •enough lamented our dear father, and 
that the consummation of my marriage *0 soon 
atU'r his death, will be indecent. -TcM me. Fre- 
derick. my own true friend, do*y'ougiot think I 
had better defer it 
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“ No, no, dear Louis,” replied Frederick, re¬ 
covering with a, powerful effort from the effects 
of his recent passionate burst of feeling; “ Not 
at all, my brother. Nothing can be more con¬ 
sistent with rile wishes of our deceased father, 
than your hastening to assume the dignity which 
he has left you; and as to the fair Savoy, you 
cannot choose a better moment for sharing it with 
her. May it lie a halo of glory round you both 1 
I am sorry that I should have distressed you so 
mucii, hut the recollection of my fathcj»’had .over¬ 
powered me. Come,' let us retrace our stejis to 
the- castle, and see how the Ilittcrsaal will look 
with llaffaello's new piece of sculpture. He told 
me something of the design, and I confess 1 
thought it jiarticularly hajipy ; hut he begged us 
to refrain from seeing him working at it; so I 
.suj)po.se there is some little mystery about it 
intended to surprise us agreeably.” 

I'rcderiek had thus skilfully diverted his bro¬ 
ther's thoughts into the right channel; and the 
bridegroom elect, was full of the decorations aiul 
festivities dial were to grace his nuptials. I be- 
lieve he forgot, in those gay moments, the throne 
and every •fhin'i else; and his kind brother 
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kept up the excitement till they approached the 
western gate of entrance, arm y arm. The 
guard turned out, on either side of the gate, and 
the youthful and handsome brothers acknow¬ 
ledged their ’salutations in their .usual conde¬ 
scending and graceful manner. But no soldier 
at that time was so thoroughly stifferihd into 
etiquette as to forbear exhibiting on his counte¬ 
nance the radiant smile of devoted attachment; 
and their idolized Frederick always took occasion 
to sa}^ a fe^’ words to some one or other of tllfem, 

which as surely vere the boast of the supper- 

* • 

table for that evening. Louis’s easy tempwr, 
and proverbial kindness of heart, had already 
procured him the name of the Debonnairc; but 
no one proposed, as yet, an epithet for the future 
hero, who was destined to win that whiej^ now 
follows his own, :by repeated victories. 

Just as the brothers were traversing the old 
parade-ground of the castle, the loud challenge 
of the warder of the northern tower, proclaimed 
the arrival of some important guest. 

“ That must be old Luzelstein,” exclaimed 
l,ouis, “ and his fair 3aughter,»iny ^Margaret’s 
bridesmaid. Let us hasten to receive them. 
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“ Do you go, my dear Louis,” answered 
Frederick, “ and leave me to make my ap¬ 
pearance in Rodolf’s Hall. I confess I am not 
just now inclined to present myself td' the Lady 
Leonora; and therefore I .shall jufet go and look 
at Raffaello’s new prod'ifction. I see he is ex¬ 
pecting me; there he stands in the window so 
saying Frederick withdrew his arm from that of 
Louis, and disappeared instantly in the vestibule 
entrance. 

Louis hastened forward, through tho northern 
gate to the rampa^'t terrace, from which he 
could observe the party that were approaching 
the castle. 

He had judged rightly. The old Count de 
Luzclstein was conducting Leonora on her white 
palfrja'. The old man himself, in travelling 
costume, rode by her side on a superb black 
charger, that strained its curved neck with pride, 
and snorted loudly, as if it intended some hostile 
attack upon the castle walls. Two knights in 
brilliant armour, attended by their squires, fol¬ 
lowed ; and the rear of the little party was closed 
by retainers and serving^men of all descriptions. 
At some distance from the Luzelstein train ap- 
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pcarcd new guests, emerging from the valley 
’formed by the Jcttenbuhl an^ Friescnberg. 
These were the llishop of Mcntz, accompanied 
by the superior of the Carmelite monastery at 
the foot of that ravine^ A numerous procession 
of monks and episcopal soldiers and retainers 
were following the bishop and the bare-headed 
Carmelite at a very respectful distance; for they 
seemed to be engaged in some very interesting 
conversation. 

wiy leave Louis to receive his ilbble 
guests; and imagine that‘he appeared to the 
best advantage, as he welcomed the old cou«t, 
and gallantly assisted Leonora to alight. No 
doubt the haughty beauty condescended to ap¬ 
preciate the attentions of the young elector; and 
perhaps she thought that had she only been seen 
before Margaret, her victory over the soft heart 
of Louis had been matter of certainty. Never 
mind; many a proud enchantress deceives her¬ 
self niora grossly than her admirers. We will 
hope that Louis could look upon a beaifty that 
surpassed all that he had yet ^ceij, without 
cither being dazzled b^ it, or oontrasting it foi 
one moment with the natural graces of his un- 
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affected bride. The heart, and not the eye, 
must decide such points as these. 

'When Frederick had mounted the sj)iral 
staircase of Ruprecht'’s tower, and gained the 

(j 

second story, he entered the beautiful llittcrsaal; 
and was instantly greeted by the enthusiastic 
Ilaffaello, who sprang forward to meet him. 
“ NobK* and dear prince,” exclaimed he, “ now 
my courage fails me, and hope seems to die 
within me. Should you not like my work, I 
shall be^ seized with utter despair.” 

“ Never fear, never fear, iny good Ilaffaello, 
w!ien did you ever fail to excite my warmest 
admiration ! Let me see this chiselled perfection.” 
Raffacllo hid his face in his hands from nervous 
sensibility the moment his prince advanced 
towards the rich mantel-piece, over which was 
jdaced his chef (Taurre. It was such, indeed, 
but the most exquisite part of it was not ideal! 

“ Ileautiful, beautiful! Why, Raffacllo, how is 
this ? Whose face and form have you-borrowed 
for your Angel of the Re.surrection Ilaffaello, 
had darted towards Frederick the instant that 
the welcome word of praise escaped from the 
li])s of the prince : but when this last question 
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was put, he blushed, and tried ty stop the sigh 

• 

that answered it. “ Poor Raffatllo! he loves 
her; 1 thought so,” said Frederieh, seeming to 
talk to himself; and then, turning abrupt^ to 
his trembling and interesting coihpanion, he 
added, “ I’ll tell you what, Raffaello, notlnng 
■would give me more pleasure, than to see the 
.sweet daughter of my faithful old Kemnat united 
to the friend of my early youth.” With these 
kind words, he caught the young artist to his 
breast* in momentary embrace. Ra/faello, 
overcome and choked .with a*v<ariety of emotions, 
fell upon his knee, and griisped those of hfs 
benefactor with the convulsions of gratitude, too 
lively, and too deep'-for expression. 

Just at this critical moment, wdien it was 
diilicult to say wdiich of the two individuals was 
most affected, thc« superb doors that connected 
the hall of Rujirccht with that of Rodolf, flew 
wide open; several cou.rt pages and servants 

lined thcm*on either side ; and then l.ouis came 

.. * • • . 

forward, with his usual thoughtlessness, leading 

the transcendant Leonora, beaming with pride 
and anticipated triuni])!!, to introtfiuwjicr to the 
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beloved brother, who, the world said, was destined 
to call this rich gem of beauty /i/«. 

Nothing could be more unfortunate than this 
well-intended surprise. Frederick felt shocked 
by it; not olfended—for, he could never blame 
his affectionate brother. Ikit the too evident 
emotion, in which he had been detected, and 
Louis's first exclamation, placed him in rather a 
per})lexing situation ; and the violet eyes of the 
Lady Leonora, flashed at once their glanee of 
haughtv indignation on the mystery. 

llless me,” cried Louis, i’ncautioiisly leaving 
the young lady by herself, “ bless me, vhat an 
ex(|uisite likeness of our dear little Eugenia ! ’ 
One of the knights, in tlw glittering armour, 
now came forward, to the su))port of his si.^ter, 
and olfering his arm, said with marked einj.jiasis; 
*■ We surely are intruding i'])cn Frime Fre¬ 
derick’s admiration of this ))iece of sculpture ; lil 
Us withdraw: ’\Iargaret of Savoy has just scat 
forward her ])age to request your jne.scnce i:: 
her private a])artment.” 

“ Certairdy, I attend her,” quickly breathed, 
rather than s])oke, the mortified Leonora. Hut 
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had she known, that the seemingly cold and 
offended being, who folded his arms across his 

breast and leaned for support against the centre 

• .... 
pillar that held,, up the groined ceihng of^ the 

hall, was feeling, for tli# first time ift his life, the 
electric thrill, the homage to that beauty which 
the enraptured heart afterwards longs to ap¬ 
propriate, she would have felt that moment the 
jiroudest of her existence. She had seen and 
even possessed a portrait of Frederick, drawn 
by lliWfaell-^ w'hich the superioi^of the C^melite 
monastery had contrived to‘purloin during the 
exercise of his dii/iefi as confessor to the laft; 
elector. He had conveyed it to Coun^ dc 
Ijuzclstein, who wkhed to inffamc the ardent 
mind of his daughter and thus ])repare her, as 
tl.e j)Vi;icipal iiistruincat of his ambition. 

IVe may judge kow easily this was accomplish¬ 
ed ; and how im])etuous]y Leonora entered into 

the scheme of working her way to the throne of 

• • 

the palatinate. \\'licn, therefore, I’rinee Louis 
invited the whole .I.uzclstcin family to be present 
at his nuptials, and ]iroposed that tl.v J^ady 
I,eonora should remain "principal* of the 
court, after the ffiarriacrc. the couitt and his 
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daughter accepted the arrangement witli alacrity, 
and even witlnapparent humility. Wilhelm and 
Franz, the two brotherf:, hesitated some little 
time to sanction it by their ai)])roval. They 
detested the hard necessity that constrained 
them to do homage to the elector; and having 
lately enrolled themselves as members ol‘ the 
famous Secret Tribunal, their morose and fiery 
tempers assumed a degree of arrogance which 
they had not reached before. Their infirm old 
fa tileras positively afraid of them - and, never 
dared to do any thing without consulting them. 
Hut Leonora was too much like them to quail at 
their frown, or obey the angry stamp of their 
feet.- If they upbraided, she ridiculed; and the 
domestic jiarty of I^uzelstein Castle was an\-- 
thing but harmonious. 

\\'ilhclm von Luzelstein bud been onee de¬ 
feated by the young ITince I'rederiek, in a 
tournament given at the castle of Luzelstein. 
This was never to be forgiven: ahddiough he 
at length consented to his father’s plans re- 
sjiecting his • sister, no cordial wish of success 
accompani^gd his tardy jiermission, to have her 
enrolled firfct lady of the court. It w'as he who 
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stc])pe(l forward to conduct liis ^sister from the 
llittersaal; and uttered the wSrds we have 
<]uoted, in Iiis most contemptuous manner. 
They fell unhee-'led on the ear of him whom^they 

were intended to provoike ; and he *saw Leonora 

• 

vanish from the spot, witl’.out addressinj^a word 
to lier. Louis, whose attention had been cn- 
grossed by various details of the sculpture, was 
quite unprepared to find himself, his brother, 
and the artist, the only persons in the spat ious 

chaml*er. ‘\IIoly Mary!” he exslaimed, “AVI)' ’-'' 

• • 

is the fair lady that I.cscorted hither .'''i 

“ She is gone away with that perverse brother 
of hers,” answered Frederick. 

“ The Princess Margaret sent to rc(juest *lier 
jmescucc,'” rejoined Ilaft’aello. 

“ Indeed ! then I bid you both farewell; but 
dearest Frederick, ‘Will you come to my closet to¬ 
night, I have something of the greatest im¬ 
portance to tell vou .P” 

“ Certaihly, my .dear I.^uis,‘’ replied ^Fre¬ 
derick, slightly \^ondering at the sudden earntst- 
ness of his brother’s manncr,.but too much pre¬ 
occupied to attach^ny very definite«!^Wn to it. 

It wolijd not be amiss, I think, to'dress, fo» 


VOL. HI. 



290 


THE LEGEND OF 


the afEcrnoon xears away, and this ball is to 
begin early,” Continued he, and as the Italian 
mirror hung before him, he involuntarily glanced 

I 

at hfs own image. Nay, he went further, he 
even desired' llaH'aello to aceompany him to his 
private chamber, and choose his dress for the 
evening. Wc may be sure that the artist heard 
this proposition with delight; and determined to 
make the noble model wear its best looks. 

This was a gay day for the town of Heidelberg. 
All its hotels wore filled with the/guests', who 
had been bidden to the balls and tournament; 
and mury a fair girl hoped to obtain a due 
share of the admiration and gallantry of the 
noble cavaliers. Hut she Who was calculated to 
win the secret homage of all hearts, was the 
least conscious of her power. We have observed 
that degi ee of silence toward*^ Eugenia, that her 
ingenuous modesty seemed to claim; nevertheless 
we have- tln u; !!. of her, as she sat in her aged 

* » I 

father's sn.a'l hut very neat apartpieftt; drawing 
something tiiat HaiTacllo had l^ft her to copy, or 
reading stuve Itaijan poem that he had lent her. 
Her sylfA-.^lkc form, too, was sometimes seen 
wandcriitg in the direction of the \yoirs Brun ; 
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but not even llaflacllo ))rcsumccl to follow her, 
whbn she was alone. With eMcrv advantage 
that nature and education could bestow, FAigcnia 

was the most diffident and sensitive of her sex. 

, • • 

W hen, therefore, ^hc amiable* Margaret of 

Savo)' received her as her futiire altci'daut,*she 
could not fail to love her vith the protecting 
fondne.ss of an eldest sister. All tins eon-’’ 
descension did not overwhelm the gentle Eugenia; 
for had .she not been from her ehildhood the 
coiupjuion^f princes.^ Ihit^shc felt grateful 
and devoted, and ^oved her*benevolent mistress 
with enthu.siasm. 

We may then judge the surprise of Lcoyora, 
■> licn on eutd'ing the apartment of the bridc- 
eleet, she saw the living representative of the 
beautiful statue, sitting at Margaret’s feet; whilst 
tl'.at lady herself was wreathing a coronet of 
white roses, in the flowing ringlets of her favourite. 
I.eonora started at the identity of the one, and 
at the occupStion of the other. Margaret ros e to 
receive her guest, with easy grace, delighted at 
her beauty; for no one could secoher,- and not 
feel the influence of it.* first im'j^pgsion; and 
anxious to dispense with the usclessTcremonics 

o 2 
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of recent acquaintance, she began a sprightly 
conversation on, the approaching ball. This was 
a subject on which Leonora also could be 
voluble; and the two ladies were sooii involved 

ft 

in a discussion of the merits of Genoa velvet, 
brocades, silver tissues, and other delicate and 
costly accessories. 

In the mean time, the sweet girl had risen 
from her lowly posture; the white rose coronet 
falling on her neck with the abundance of silken 
hair that had been thrown into such pleasing 
confusion by the princess; and she still held in 
the fold of her loose and simple drapery, 
numpous spoils from the flower garden, not 
knov'ing exactly what to do vith them. 

The keen and almost harsh look that the lady 
Leonora sent from time to time towards her, 
seemed to destroy her presence of mind at once. 
Eugenia saw her future bitter enemy before her; 
and perhaps there is some instinct in the human 
mind, that teaches us to shudder, when an 
unfriendly being approaches us., If not,—the 
mere animals are better off, in this respect, than 
man, the masier-piecc. 

“ What is the matter, child said the light- 
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hearted Margaret. “ Don’t be rfraid of appearing 
to any disadvantage, because I have let those 
imprisonq(l locks fall down upon your shoulders; 
I assure you^ii is very becoming, is it not,*Lady 
Leonora ?” added sh?, turning to look for the 
acquiescence of her new acquaintance. • 

“ Oh! certainly, yes, undoubtedly, your 
highness’s taste must be good; but may 1 ask 
the name of the fair damsel ? I suppose she is 
not always called the Angel 

At thesfc words Eugenia tftrned dea3Iy pale, 
and seemed ready to faint. The warm-hearted 
princess ran and caught her, as she was sinking 
cn the floor. “Good Saint Margaret Be my 
speed! the child is ill; and the ball-room may 
lose one of its best ornaments.” 

“ Indeed!” rejoined Leonora, slightly turning 
away from an excess of condescension that ap¬ 
peared to disgust her. 

Eugenia,rallied, and pressed the princess’s 
hand to her lips, asking bar permission to retire 
for a short tnat to her own apartment. Thij- 
was of course instantly granted. , Eugenia curt¬ 
sied as she passed by Leonora, wHo’^sdained to 
notice he# salutation. She hurried through (he 
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numerous corridors, and reached her own taste¬ 
ful little apartment, ready again to sink with the 
apprehension of some concealed ill. She threw 
hersrlf upon her couch, and wept bitterly. 

The slight refreshment that went by the name 

» 

of Vespers had been served to the different apart¬ 
ments of the castle; and now every one was se¬ 
riously engaged in the important business of the 
toilette. Frederick and Raffaello were seen 
walking in the garden, near the fanciful arcade 
and water-works, that were looking ’jcauti.ul in 
the divine sunset. Thej then struck into a 

i 

new path, and mounted to that commanding 
terrace which overlooks the whole plain of the 
Rhine, girt with its sapphire mountains. “ This 
is indeed glorious!” ejaculated the prince; 
“ and I am quite in the mood to enjoy it this 
evening. You know, Raffaelio, that there arc 
times when every thing pleases us; and I believe 
the prospect of my beloved brother’s happiness, 
together with that which I intend for you and a 
certain very angelic person, has hSd its full in¬ 
fluence upon my feelings. There is some spell 
at work, surely, to reconcile me so soon to this 
gry clothing of mine; I thought I had vowed 
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to wear black all my life Ion” ! ^ And now, Raf- 
facllo, take that packet,” contiimcd the prince, 
giving him a small rouleau of paper, “ and try 
what additional weight it may have with good 
old Kemnatf' Rafli^^'llo guessed* the meaning 
of this ; but before he could recover iVom* his 
surprise and diffidence, his friend ha3 dashed 
down a shady path, waving his hand ifi such a 
manner as to forbid his following. 

Frederick reached the castle by one of the 
semi,subterrancan passages which led tp itTroin 
the grotto ; and Itc yent dfrcct to old Keinnat’s 
apartment. The old tutor was dressed iii the 
court costume of the times, a strange mixture of 
Italian and Spaniidi taste and extravaganci^with 
German homeliness and solidity. He was in the 
act of giving a finishing polish to the hilt of the 
long and heavy s»»ord that was destined to hang 
by his side, and as his back was turned towards 
the door, he did not see the prince enter. ].,ike 
most old*pcople, he was fond of hearing himself 
talk; and when he had no one to listen to him. 
he usually talked to himself. Frederick was ii 4 
so happy a frame of mind, froirf^reioiciiig over 
the welfare of those he cared moft about, that 
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the fastidious nicety of Kemnat’s operations were 
vastly amusing to him; and he involuntarily 
placed his finger on his lip, and leaned against 
the wall, to gaze upon the silver hairs of his ve¬ 
nerable favourite, and list(?n to his soliloquy. 

Never tell me,” muttered the old man, 
“ those Luzelsteins are a proud race, and no 
good wid come of their being here. Ill warrant 
me. Count Wilhelm does not forget my darling’s 
thrust, at the tilt-yard yonder ; and what’s more, 
he docsjiot mean to let it go unreveqged. ..And 
then, they have not enrolled themselves in the 
libi, of under-ground demons for nothing I’ll 
warrant it! No, no, the Secret Tribunal tells no 
tales. Well, well, that will do now: this old 
sword of mine has seen its best days, but I would 
not part with it for all that; did it not kill the 
monster that turned upon my young prince ?” 

“ Ay, that it did!” said Frederick, coming 
forward, and clapping old Kemnat on the shoulder 
affectionately, “ that it did, my good Kemnat; 
and I shall be glad if I can ever do you as great 
A service.” 

Kemnat, who loved his former pupil as a son, 
was full of-duties and observances, pnd more 
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precise in his ceremonies towards the princes 
than any court calendar. He withdrew, with 
many bowg, several paces in a direct line facinji 
the good-natjiled Frederick; who, laughing 
heartily at the ludicrous effect of his sudden ap¬ 
pearance upon the old tutor, followed tphi close 
up, stretching out his hand, and saying—“ Come, 
come, Kemnat, no more ceremony, for the love 
of the palatinate lion itself! You must sit down 
in that chair and have some conversation 'fith 
me, ffSr I h'i.ve something to s4y to you Before I 
enter the ball-room, fliat is blazing there with so 
many lights.” 

“ Your highness, I am ready to hear ^our 
• • 
pleasure,” replied Kemnat, full of those half-in¬ 
dulged, half-restrained smiles so becoming to old 
age; and his grey eyes twinkled with real plea¬ 
sure, on perceiving that his darling, as he al¬ 
ways called him, to himself, had regained his 
cheerful manper* 

“ Well then, sit down,” emd Frederick, throw¬ 
ing himself int* the opposite chair. Kemnat 
obeyed mechanically; but toiA: catp'to withdraw 
his chair far from 4he familiarity of^arallel lines 

o3 
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with that of hit guest, and sat bolt upright, in 
all the rigidity of courtly respect. 

“You are growing old, Kemnat.” 

“ Yes, may it please your highness.” 

“ Why, as to that, I cannot say that it does 
exactly, though the older you grow the better 
you arc, like the wine of a good vintage.” 
Kemnat made one of those incurvations, and 
uttered one of those slight ejaculations, that 
speak pleasure better than words. “ But, as I 
was saying, you are growing old, ati^ you-'must, 
I think, be anxious to see' your only child mar¬ 
ried and hapj)y, before you can think of leav¬ 
ing her.” 

“ Ah! very true, prince,” said the father, 
touched at the mention of his dear Eugenia, 
“ that is indeed my anxious hope; and I am 
sure if your highness will condescend to point 
out to me the man who will make my child a 
good husband, I shall die contented when my 
time comes.” 

“ Then, Kemnat, though I claim no influence 
in a matter in which your daughter’s feelings 
must be left to themselves, still I must say that 
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I know the man who loves her *110311}', and who 
will not, I think, deceive me in iny high-raised 
expectations of him. After the exhibition of the 
new piece of ^sculpture, that was seen by *11 in 
the castle tliis aftenifcon; I neecf scarcely tell 
you that I mean Raflaello." 

“ llaffacllo!” exclaimed tlic old man, in asio- 

• -I 

nishment, “why it never struck me. To be 
sure, it is very likely that the young man is at¬ 
tached to Eugenia, for they arc almost always 
togertier; *'01 then I never tlmught of that, be- 
cause it was so natural to see those, who have 
been brought up togctlier fond of each other's 
society.” 

“ Yes, we scem*all to have been marvellously 
blind to the probable influence of Eugenia's 
beauty and amiable character. It would seem as 
if we all intcndfcd to place her among the tu¬ 
telary saints of the chapel, and worshij) her as 
something too, good to belong to this world. 
However* the urcljin god,is not so careless of 
good material*; and he has wounded the heart 
of poor Raflaello past rcdenjption.*’ 

This tribute Jo the goodness sof his beloved 
child was»too much for the proud fafiior; antthe 



300 


THE LEGEND OF 


tried in vain to dash away the tears that started 
from the fountain of paternal pride. “ Psha, 
psha, my prince must forgive this weakness, in 
an old man who has long leaned -fpr support and 
consolation on the dear prop of age, an affection¬ 
ate and dutiful child.” 

“ Forgive it, Kcmnat! I honour it. But 
now that I have had this opportunity of doing 
justice to my friend Raffacllo, let us drop the 
subject, and leave the young people to them¬ 
selves. ' Come Kemnat, come withi me„to the 
ball-room ^ you are dressed for a squire of dames 
to-night, and I shall expect to see you flirting 
with ssome of the professor’s ladies from the worid 
beneath.” The old man chuckled, modestly de¬ 
nied the imputation, and followed the prince to 
the magniflcent saloon. 

When Prince Frederick entered the ball¬ 
room, his eyes were riveted on its principal 
living ornament, Leonora. She was standing 
by the mantel-piece, engaged in • animated con¬ 
versation with the Bishop of Mesntz; and appa¬ 
rently discussing the piece of sculpture above; 
the design of ♦which was evidently intended as a 
feeling tribute tff respect to the patriarch who 
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was now no more. I shall ventyrc to describe it 
on this account; and I hope the dfelicate squeam¬ 
ishness of modern taste will not condemn it, as 
the production of a young and Gcrm^jiized 
Italian, who did not ramember evet to have seen 
the comitry of his birth, the classic land- or his 
inspiration. 

A death’s head, surmounted by an hour-glassi 
formed the base of the piece. On either side of 
this emblem of mortality were poppy plants; two 
of which cfl^me out from betw^n the teqth, as if 
ifo signify the e’tesnal sleep of all-devouring 
death; fur these two delicate tendrils mounted 
towards the hour-glass above, and there tvffi ser¬ 
pents curled rouftd them and cropped ‘their 
flowers; thus completing the allegory. But 
above all this, w as the winged angel of the re¬ 
surrection, the etnqueror of death. 

In the dawn of the fifteenth century, and in 
an ancient castle of Germany, the association of 
ideas wMch such a design jjroduced was pleasing 

and in keeping with the spirit and taste of the 

• 

age. Too great a refinemept of eKccution would 
have been less ^riking, that is, Igss intelligible; 
therefor^ Ilaffaello’s youthful geniul was the ad- 
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miration of all present: and Leonora, as a mat¬ 
ter of course, gave her approbation with the rest 
of gazers; envying, however, each separate tribute 
of particular praise that was addressed to the per¬ 
sonal loveliness of the angil statue. Neither Kaf- 
faelio nor Eugenia were in the room, llaflhello 
was an artist and a lover; and he nervously for- 
uore to witness the criticism of his work or his 
mistress : few, however, knew that the angel was 
on earth. 

Fredarick now talked towards thc/bishop, and 
requested to he formally presented to his fair an¬ 
tagonist in argument, and be allowed to espouse 
her sjdc of the question, be it what it might. . 

This easy flow of gallantry’was somewhat new 
in the grave prince ; hut we must trace it back 
to old Kemnat’s apartment, and rejoice in the 
relief it afforded to the individual himself. Leo¬ 
nora was enchanted by the ardent gaze of her 
intended victim, and allowed ojie of Nature’.? 
most felicitous expressions to light up her fea¬ 
tures. Wc may be sure that neither study nor 
^apparel was spared 911 so important an occasion; 
and if we coujd only look- at some of Titian’s 
costumes 01 the fifteenth centiu-y, »e might 
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fancv some slight approach to ,one or other of 
them in the tasteful dress of Leoifora. 

I shall venture to describe it, without being as 
minute as it deserves. The exterior robe wns of 
rich purple velvet, cd§ed with a brocade of gold 
and rosettes of pearl; beneath it was a white 
quilted satin j)ctticoat, with the same brocade 
pattern, the pearl rosettes being exchaliged for 
large purple flowers belonging to the unearthly 
gardens of imagination ; long loose sleeves left 
the fnouldqd arm all possible /reedom, tjnd enor¬ 
mous bracelets of*niany-cofoured stonp, weighed 
on the taper wrists; the rich brown hair %as 
nlaited in numerous bands, and striTigs o^ pearl 
bound it round tlft beauteous head. The rountl- 
cd form and warm comj>lexion of the fair bride's- 
maid were seen to the greatest possible advant¬ 
age in this costume, of which incontestable verity 
no one was more thoroughly convinced than 
lierself. An^ let us allow full scope to Fre¬ 
derick's* rapturous contcmj)lation ; for how could 
he guess that^'so perfect a temple had been sullied 
by an impure thought? Yes !• let'beauty <p- 
slave the eyes^ but iinmaculatjj goodness alone 
can fix, the heart. The triumplf-of fair looks. 
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without the enduring stamp of innate worth, is 
the ignis fatvius that leads us on through the 
night of early passion, but fades before the day¬ 
light of conviction. We must not, therefore blame 
the ingenuous-Frederick for falling desperately in 
love with the object before him. He had scarcely 
a thought or a look to bestow on any one else. 
His sister-in-law elect, with all the quick-sighted- 
ness of woman, saw how much he was struck 
with the new beauty of the court, and began to 
rally him playfully, on his various ing/,tenticas to 
the rest of the party. She invited him to dance 
witn her, and then made him over to Leonora, 
enjoying the expedient which had made it im¬ 
possible for Frederick longer to refuse. The 
prince smiled at the trick, and sacrificed his 
consistency to the witcheries of a splendid ball¬ 
room, and the contagion of beauty’s smiles and 
music’s sounds. 

When the dance was in full career, RafFaello 
ventured to steal into the room, certain of being 
lumoticcd, and anxious to watch the graceful 
movements of •her, whom he thought of seeing 
there, the partner of some one for the time more 
fortunate than himself. But the concentrating 
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power of a lover’s eye will turn ifith instant dis¬ 
appointment from tlie most thfoifged crowd of 
loveliness, seeing with a single glance that the 
only one it wishfsd to find is absent. 

llaftacllo thus imnfcdiately di^overed that 
Eugenia was not in the Rittersaal; and’he 
quickly movoil towards old Kemnat to inquire 
the reason of so ungual an absence. “ To say 
the truth,” replied old Kemnat, “ it is the very 
thing I cannot account for myself; and I have 
liecn wgling.one of her highn«ss’s page*for the 
hast hour, to make him come over to jne that I 
might ask him ; but the careless young caperer 
is pleased to disobey me.” 

Need we say that a lover’s fears are as prflmpt 
as his glance is rapid, and that they do a world 
of imaginary mischiefs in their lightning course ? 

Raffaello suftered all the tortures of suspense, 
and was on the point of gliding from the room, 
when Margaret pf Savoy espied him, and beckon¬ 
ed him t 5 her. .^larmed^at being discovered, 
the young Italian hesitatingly approached the 

august group. “ This is oyr artist,” said Mar- 

• • 

garet to the bishqp, “ and I am anxious to know 
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if he can account for the prolonged absence of 
the fair lady his inspiration.” 

Raffacllo was surprised and confounded at this 
palpable inference; and for the first moment 
since the completion of this favourite work, he 
feared he might have offended the lovely being 
whom he had thought to honour. «A vivid flush 
iold the quick passage of this harrowing thought 
across the chamber ofthe mind. He said, in an 
under tone, “ I fear, your highness, that my 
too presumptuou,s likeness keeps the motre an¬ 
gelic image from the roomJ” 

Very probable,” exclaimed the princess, 
good-natutcdly amused at the lover’s high-flown 
style. “ Hugo,” said she t6 the careless little 
page who would not pay any attention to the 
nods, winks, and contortions of old Kemnat, “ go 
to the Gloriette chamber, inquire for the young 
lady Eugenia, and say that I desire her imme¬ 
diate presence.” 

Can my reader consent to tire violent charm 
of contrast Exchange the glarp of hundreds ot 
•vwax-tapers, for the moon-light ray that stole 
through the beautiful window of the old Gloriette, 
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and give up the glowing Lconsra for the ptile 
beautiful girl tliat was leaning on fier hand, over 
the marble table, which she could remember as 
far back as when she was not able to rca^li its 
margin ? 

It is after all a OTcat relief to follow the con- 
ceited little iwge, however sorry we may be that 
his message should disturb Eugenia’s reverie. 

“ Oh, how dreadful !^’ exclaimed Eugenia 
when the page had closed the door; “ how 
dreacifuj to Vc gazed at by evci^’ ohc, and called, 
m mockery, ‘ the angel!’ llaffaello, .Raffaello, 
what made you think of giving me so painfuT a 
distinction ?” 

It must be ownccl that Juigenia’s presenf trial 
was formidable to a pure-minded and modest 
girl; but let us admit, nor do dishonour to even 
her modest mindf that after a few moments’ re¬ 
flection, the natural dignity of an elevated spirit 
controlled the jveaker fears of her nature, and 
that she walked towards tjic spacious door-way 
with a composad yet unassuming step. We miiy 
imagine the calmed sercnity,of hei'features ; thff 
delicacy of her complexion, unbi«athcd upon by 
the heated air of the ball-room ; her s'imple dr^s, 
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too, white as the coronet of roses which lay as 
gracefully orf her head as if nature’s hand had 
dropped it there; and to please the fancy of 
Mg^garet, many of the long natural ringlets were 
suffered to fkll down upcln her beautiful should¬ 
ers ; in short, she looked very much like a bright 
visitant from the world above. 

She gently opened the half of the massive 
door; and Kemnat, who had coaxed himself 
round to that part of the room as soon as he saw 
Hugo^sent on his mission, stood «cady to con- 

^ ■ ‘ 4 .- 

duct his daughter to the foot of the temporary 
throne that had been erected for the princess. 
Eugenia might scarcely have contrived to re'>-ch 
it alone, but the glad face of her father re¬ 
stored her confidence, and she approached her 
august mistress like one of those fairy clouds 
that seem to wait upon the m&on. 

Margaret received her in her usual gracious 
manner, and pointed to a small stool that was 
near the recess occupied by the" throne. Euge¬ 
nia was glad to find herself seated in so quiet a 
'nook, and began to survey the scene before her 
with evident pleasure. The dancing now ceased; 
apd Prince Frederick led Leonora to her seat. 
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by the side of the princess, on a lower platform 
df the dais. Leonora involuntariIy,startcd when 
she saw Kemnat’s daughter so near her; and 
Frederick recognizing the playful associate of his 
•childhood, lookhig more ethereal than I have?de¬ 
scribed her, suddenly thought that he could i)ot 
pay a more welcome or appropriate conrpliment 
to his young protege llaffacllo, or gratify the 
feelings of his old tutor so .effectually, as by con¬ 
tinuing his sudden dancing propensity in favour 
of Eugenia. lie therefore, to the iiulignatioif of 
l^.^ .nora and*'her buothers, absolutely vouchsafed 
to solicit the young lady’s hand as his partner ^n 
the dance. Nothing can be more ^'stressing 
than a mark of attention to which we thiiiTv we 
are not entitled; ai^d the trembling girl looked 
hesitation and amazement at the j)rincc and 
Margaret. But Margaret, very much pleased 
at what she thought a well-timed compliment to 
herself, in the selection of her favourite for the 
highest honefur ’of the ffcstival, immediately said 
nloud, “ Right,-ri^t, prince; we will allow you 
to break your resolutions second time; I want 
to see Eugenia dance to-fiigRt.” 

We know that*there was another ijerson in the 
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room who had long w ished for the same grati¬ 
fication; and^wiien he saw the sweet flower oi' 
liis fancy led forth hy his gracious prince, his 
heart heat ail its pulsations twice orer, and he 
felt vliat he had never been so hai>py before. 

Oh ! love, thou exquisite mischief—what dis¬ 
guised poisons dost thou mix with the cu]) of 
life ! !\Vhat steals the maiden blushes from Eu¬ 
genia’s checks, and leaves them like transparent 
alabaster And then again the eloquent blood 
comes back, in buoyant and agitated movement, 

to tell the talc of Cery new and tiirilling c. t;;,-. 

« 

tion concealed within her heart. i:er cold and 
tremulous hand rested in the friendly pressure 
of the prince’s ; and Eugenia, seeming to her¬ 
self to dream, sw'am through the graceful dance 
with all the touching elegance and facility of 
motion, which one truly exquisite feeling will in¬ 
fallibly give to every look and minor impulse. 

She seemed born for that one hour; then 
only to have lived, and to have wished for death 
when • its last moment flew’ away. And poc- 
Raftacllo.! Was he destined to awaken this un- 

O ** 

bidden allcgiarcc of tlm heart’s most sacred feel¬ 
ings ? Had Eugenia ever heard him declare the 
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passion that he cheri,shed more tlian life ? He 

I 

nevcf told her that he loved her ; and she never 
thought of him in any other light than in that 
if an afl'ectfcnate brother. 

Hut she lo^^d !—fondly, timidly, intensely, 
and—iio])elcssly ! The blameless bounding^ of 
her v’.-gin heart were known howcver'*onlv to 
hcnself, and she hushed them into silerrt adorj* 
alio;!. It was hapj>liicss enough t ) the disin¬ 
terested Eugenia, to see the noble object of ali 
these ^feelings the pride and glory of the pilla- 
t^jj^e; ^o iSten t» the w'aHn incense of praise 
which the people sent up from their gratc&l 
hearts; and hear or conjecture the benevolent 
sentiments of the youthful sovereign. 

We will not disturb her .self-devotion, but wi- 
must feel for Ilaffaello, when the following morn¬ 
ing brought to his inexperienced heart the cruel 
certainty, that Eugenia did not love him. 

But we may not pause uiion his sorrows, the} 
may be jnftctious; and at any rate we must 
diasten on to their* terininStiou. I shall leait 
the glittering * tournamftit undeserikd; and^ 
merely say that haught}^ words passed between 
Eount Wilhelm* and Prince hVetlcyick, which 
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must have ended in an immediate combat, had 
not his brother’s marriage, on the very Same 
morning, restrained the prince’s burning indig¬ 
nation. Louis had revealed his ardebt wish that 
Frederick should help him to support the weight 
of the administration, and he had consented to 
do so. 'The brothers therefore might be' called 
joint-electors ; and no one will doubt the fact of 
one of them being merely nominal. It was 
Frederick who reigned, and Louis who gladly 

withdrew from affairs so uncongenial with his 

/» 

disposition. Many finportant improvements .Hw" 
b^gun in the castle, and the foundation of thegrand 
eastern tower laid; that beautiful and stupendous 
ruip, which says a thousand inarticulate things 
to us as wc gaze upon it in mournful admiration. 

And now let us suppose many months to 
have been shrouded in the past. I<et us see 
the happy Louis wrapt up in the new. charms 
of married life, anticipating the proud joys of 
a parent, and delighted with the success of his 
brother in all his "negotiations and improve¬ 
ments. -Let us turn‘’from a tale of guilt that 
was whispered about ihe court, respecting the 
sudden illness and very necessary absence of 
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Leonora of Luzclstein, and see Jier return to the 
casfle, hoping to conceal the pcftmptory cause 
of both from all mortal observation. 

But tht*c was no secret that Kemnat could 
not work out of its pl»ce, and the* unerring aim 
of hatred fixed a just stain upon tlie.character 
of Leonora. ,It was not however judged neces¬ 
sary to make it public; and Frederick, the 
former captive of her beauty, and the avowed 
suitor for her hand, contented himself with rc- 
nounsing all claim to so high g honour—for pri- 
.-.iue re.asons. 

AV'e are not to suppose that he could do tfti^i 
with impunity- 'fhe brothers of Lrt)nora,werc 
now her sole protectors, for the old count was 
dead. Still, as Frederick had duly given in his 
resignation to the hands of the lady herself, and 
scandal was already stalking on, the affair was 
too delicate to render a public challenge expe¬ 
dient. Moreover the jtwo young counts had 
made prcj»arations for throwing off the authoriti 
■.«f the electors altogether. It would have been 
folly, therefore,* to have ))recipitp.tcd ' matters. 
Private assassination seemed to nujids like theirs 
not only the safest but the best medium of re- 
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venge; and the enraged and degraded Leonora 
heard the proi^osition without one pang of re^et. 

One lovely moonlight evening, when the first 
fall of snow had covered the earth with dazzling 
white, Frederick and Rafaello were watched by 
a hooded villain, as they walked together along 
the mountain road that leads to the Wolf’s Brun, 
The prJhce was talking of various plans for the 
fortification of the castle, and trying at intervals 
to sound the depths of his friend’s melancholy. 
A favourite mastiff was the companion of their 
walk, and it was fortunate for 'the prince that the 
fa?thful animal was more alive to treachery than 
himself or teven his companion. 

Adow growl from the dog made Raftaello sud¬ 
denly turn round; and the next instant he sprang 
forward to receive in his arm the bullet intended 
for his prince’s heart. The dog had also made 
a movement as instantaneous, by leaping, with a 
savage yell, upon the breast of the assassin, and 
thus slightly changing his aim and bringing him 
to the ground as soon as the short gun was dis¬ 
charged.' There was no time for wonderment. 
Raflaello fell .into the'^princc’s arms, apparently 
lifeless, th^’ instant he turned round; and the 
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murderer’s choking curses and the fierce triumph 
of the dog that held him down, explained the 
whole transaction in a moment. Fortunately 
Frederick had his hunting horn at his breast; 
and ti-usting to the*immense strength of the 
mastiff, he still held with one arm the bleeding 
body of his •friend, and blew a loud shrill blast 
that echoed in a thousand mountain voices. 
Fortunately there were some straggling soldiers 
near. Hearing the shot, and then the horn,^hey 
rushed to tlje spot, in the ^xpectation of finding 
some one of the bristly savages of. the wood 
•struggling with the huntsman. 

As soon as Frederick heard footsteps, he called 
aloud, to hasten fhe approach of the sofdiers, 
whose shouts he recoppiized. The foremost of 
them was a young lieutenant to whom he was 
much attached. Here is treachery,” exclaimed 
the prince, “ my friend Raflaello is I fear mor¬ 
tally wounded do yow support him, Otho, and 
let me se^ whom wj* have l^cre.” 

“ God forbid !” screamed Otho, in utter dis- 
obedience ; and darting on ^he prostrate villain, 
he instantly dispatched him. At the same mo¬ 
ment, the faithful dog dropt dead on the grouivl: 
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the assassin, wliese throat he had seized, had 
buried his poniard in the side of the poor ani¬ 
mal, who still held him in the grasp of death to 
the lart moment of his own existence. 

“ It is Hubferto, the sqitire of Count Wilhelm 
1 on Luzclstein,” cried Otho, looking into the 
dead man’s face. 

“ I thought as much,” replied the prince, 
making immediate arrangements for the convey¬ 
ance of Raffaello to the castle, and giving an or¬ 
der to one of the 'soldiers to summon the most 
celebrated surgeon of the tewn to the assistan'ce 
of tiis friend. 

A few heavy sighs and a slight shuddering 
assured Frederick that his lla'ffaello still lived ; 
but the distance to the castle appeared inter¬ 
minable, until they fairly laid down the precious 
burthen in the apartment of oM Kemnat. We 
must not dwell on the mingled consternation, 
rage, and sorrow, of its ancient and respectable 
inhabitant, nor say how often he quhted his 
jiwu foresight of the base designs of the Lu- 
Jrelsteins. 

The grief and affectionate attentions of Eu¬ 
genia were an admirable contrast to the useless 
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garrulity of the old man. ^Vhen Raffaello’s 
corpse-like countenance first metf her glance, she 
felt that she could have loved him for his brave 
devotion to th^ prince; nay she half repijiached 
herself for refusing t» unite her dfestiny with one 
who was capable of such generous friendship to¬ 
wards the real idol of her heart. But alas ! how 
quickly did this generous feeling vanish before 
the contemplation of Frederick himself, who was 
watching the operations of the surgeon with an 
interest so^ intent. “ He Ipves the friends of 
his early youth V’. whispered Eugenia to her¬ 
self. 

Happily llaftaello’s wound was ndt dangerous, 
and time and quiit only were wanting to restore 
him again to health. He was carefully removed 
to his own apartment, which joined that of his 
prince ; and Frederick gave up his few hours of 
leisure to the sick bed of his friend. 

The obvious treachery of the counts of Lu- 
zelstein,* and the failure of their nefarious pur¬ 
pose, brougly: on the explosion which they 
thought was tt) free them from their allegiance 
and dependence. But they Uttlc knew the ta¬ 
lent of the hero whom they defied?- and still less 
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could they judge pf the enthusiasm of the soldiers 
he led on to victory. 

Prederick reviewed his troops in the large 
square^of the town of Heidelberg, allotted to pa¬ 
rade : it is the very spot «iow occupied by the 
museum apd other buildings. A procession of 
the Carmelite monks came slowly from their mo¬ 
nastery, the gloomy walls of which then occu¬ 
pied the whole of the Carl’s Platr. They came, 
headed by their crafty superior, to bless the en¬ 
terprise of the mcfffow. Father Paulus had, 
however, some very contrary design to this; and 
aftei the ceremony of the review was over, he 
endeavoured to sound the feelings of some of the 
officers towards the prince fheir commander. 
Careful and cunning as he was, something 
escaped from him of so doubtful and sinister a 
nature, as to alarm the loyal bosom of young 
Otho of Gemmingen and his brother Adolphus. 
They accordingly gave the hint to the wary 
Kemnat; and the old guardian’s • apprehensions 
were so much roused, as to make him almost in¬ 
sist upon the constant personal attendance of the 
two young officerii in question upon the prince, 
even to their sleeping in the same room with 
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him. Frederick’s resolute mind ^ejected all these 
precautions; but the entreaties*of Louis and 
Margaret made him yield. 

The morron?^ broke in delicate and roseate 
streaks upon* the n^^untain valleys. A white 
frost covered the trees, that seemed |^o tremble 
with their iqy foliage; long crystals fiung from 
the rocks in a thousand fantastic shaJJes, vary¬ 
ing the dark shades of their many coloured 
patches of moss and herbage; and the whole 
scene presented an aspect of winter Ipveflness 
scarcely inferior fo ,the vdrdant richness of its 
summer dress. 

The gallant prince, attended by hh chivalrous 
suite, rode upon‘a Moorish steed of extjuisitc 
shape and fine action; but the noble bearing of 
the rider was alone observed or thought of by 
those he left behmd in the castle, as long as they 
might distinguish his suit of black armour and 
the dark plume waving on his helm. The bril- 

liant pageant moved away, gazed on by poor 

. • • 

RafFaello, who now regretted his wound and 

subsequent illness for the first time.' But th^ 

• * • 

approaching confinement of th^electress createcT' 
a divided interest; and an infant prince was 
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born before the maiden victory of his uncle Fre¬ 
derick. 

The unfortunate infant, who brings the great¬ 
est of calamities with it as the Ijrst anecdote of 
its existence, is an objec^i,of the most painful 
sympathy. One hardly knows whether most to 
regret its birth, or compassionate ijjs motherless 
condition. It is placed in its father's arms as 
the immediate cause of death to its other pa¬ 
rent. He cannot all at once love it; he must 
from the earliest moment pity it; and then. 
Time’s soothing unction ope,ps'his heart, and' he 
may, in the end, doat upon the innocent and 
helpless bekig. 

It yfas at least thus with our wretched Louis. 
It has been already shewn how unequal he was 
to bear the weight of grief; and so dreadful a 
shock as the death of the elgctress was over¬ 
whelming. He was seized with a violent fever, 
and thus spared the consciousness of all the sad 
ceremonies that were taking place. 

The most distressing form and idea of death 
ijjust be replete with minute andoharrowing de¬ 
tails ; and the mourner would do well to avoid 
all such aggravations. Death is mysterious; 
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and its shadowy form is its best relief; it is a 
sleep—a translation; the belovea one is taken 
away frojja you ; she exists elsewhere ; she is no 
more on ear^h^ she is in heaven; she live* there! 
She is not dead ; y(fh may talk to her, think of 
her, pray to her; and feel that she hears and 
answers ! But the*narrow prison of the coffin and 
the grave seems to limit, stifle, and destroy all 
that is ideal in death. 

Frederick heard of his brother’s afflicti(|p anti 

illiftss at the same moment^ but he tould not 

• • • 

fly to console him’ He had already defeated 
his enemies, but he was determined to make the 
Jiaughty counts his prisoners; and to humble 
every vassal who had joined in their retellion. 
He wrote to Raffaello, begging him to lie con¬ 
stantly with the elector. 

Louis had p4fescd through all the distres.sing 
stages of fever, and now sank into a state of 
weakness, Jiiordering dn inanition; he had, as a 
majtter of course, the b^t medical advice that 
could be procured; bu^it was necessary that one 
watchful eye should alw^ys.be ppon him, and t^ 
faithful Italian seldom closed his. 

Four ^eeks after the death of the elcctvess, 

p3 
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the physicians declared that life was at its lowest 
ebb, and that the succeeding night must deter¬ 
mine the fate of the sovereign. During the 
night he was to take the most powerful stimu¬ 
lants and opiates, alternatefly; but the greatest 
judgement und decision were necessary in the 
person .who should administer them. Not one 
pf the physicians would undertake the heavy 
responsibility alone; and it was evident that to¬ 
gether they would never come to the same con¬ 
clusion, at the same moment; and a moment, 
even, might be of consequence in such a case. 
Ratfaello, the delegate as it were, of Prince Fre- 

ft 

derick, and the constant attendant on the sick 
Louis,' did not hesitate to incur this further trial 
of his strength ; he clearly understood the situ¬ 
ation of the patient; and like all persons of 
strong minds, in similar situations, he had more 
confidence in himself than in any one else. 

The castle was silent as the sleeping infant in - 
its nurse’s arms ; but none but the selfish could 
sleep on such a night; and with the exception 
the Lady Leonora and her attendants, every 
eye was waking; '-it was the dreadful syncope of 
anx'ety. 
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RafFaello was, of course, alone in the sick 
chamber: and let it not seem incredible, if I say, 
that he could not feci anxiety. The immense ex¬ 
ertion, the utir-ost tension of nerve and th<>ught. 
permitted no emotio# to ruffle his equanimity; 
therefore, when he saw the light »f fife just 

trembling in its socket, he mechanically poured 

• % 

the stimulants down the jjatient’s throat; and 
when the livid flame of fever began to flash uppn 
the cheek and scorch the li}>, he calmly ami in- 

staiftly gave the opiate. 

1 ‘ • 

In this manner *the young man .passed, the 
eventful night: it was five o’clock in the morn- 
ipg; the elector was peacefully sleeping ! he had 
done so for th<! last two hours. Oh ! luAiry of 
success! Raflaello could not suppose it; lu 
felt the dangerous trial which he had sustained, 
when its excitement had passed away; and he 
fainted in his chair by the bed-side. .Rut the 
<-xquisite sens^ of heatring retained some of its 
vibratiofls; and a, heavy sigh from Louis, was 
the restorative for his attendant: just at that 
moment a bri^it gleam j)f sunshine rushed infb 
the room through the door that some rash hand 
had ventyred to open. It was poor*‘old Kcmyat, 
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whose fears had bocome insupportable after listen¬ 
ing at the key-hole for upwards of an hour, 
without hearing even a breath. Eugenia too, 
had stolen fi-om her watch beside the baby’s 
cradle, and left the door uf the chamber ajar. 
In taking one precaution she omitted another, 
for when the little thing awoke, and uttered its 
piercing cry, it was impossible that the sound 
sjmuld not enter at the half open door of the sick 
room. 

Oh, happy sound—Uic father's hept heart it' 

• • * * ^ 
I,oi{is opened his eyes; Uaffaello's almost start¬ 
ed {rom his heat!; Kemnat shut his close, as it 
ho wotld not witness the mischief he had done, 
the a^ony of the moment was fearful! l'.iugcnia 
grasped her father's arm, and stood trembling by 
bis side. Again the infant sent its wailing ap¬ 
peal to the elector he was awake—he heard it 
—a few moments and then—“ My child, my 
child ! give it to me, give it to ipe,”^ exclaimed 
poor Louis. 

Holy Nature, this was thy remedy! The 
bkbc was brought, and laid in its ila4ber‘’s arms; 
he feebly pressed-ct to him, and burst into tears, 
every one else wept, but tried to smother their 
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sobbings. “ Raffaello,” at .length said the 
elector, faintly, “ place it by my*side, and let me 
sleep again.” 

Theelector recovered rapidly; andthetrjpmph- 
ant j^eturn of his brodier Frederick, surnamed, on 
this occasion, “ The Victorious,” tfmded not a 
little to accelerate J;he languid beatings of a care- 
^s’orn heart. 

The Counts Von Luzelstein were conipe^eu 
to do public homage at the castle, together with 
otlftr revolted vassals Fj-ederick, •too, had 
strengthened the etectoraf throne by pew and im¬ 
portant alliances and friendships. The future 
(Charles the Fifth was on terras of‘the greatest 
intimacy with our hero; and time had ifluch in 
store for him. He might then safely defy ever 
thing but treachery; that loathsome thinf 
which stalks abroad unseen, and darkens with in 
shadow a whole vista of glory. 

After the ^pbmission of the counts, tljey re- 
tuijied *to their cpstle, to plot against the life of 
their generous conqueror. “ Let us have no 
more to do with private asjassination, Wilheliff,” 
said Heinrick, the younger^ to his brother. 

“ Hubefto, to wit,” gloomily replied the e\(ler; 
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“ HO, —I will employ no more bungling cowards; 
I have a surer way for bringing down my game. 
I flatter myself.’' 

“ T^e Secret Tribunal ?” 

“ Ay, to be sUrc; wc wcroidunces in })resuming 
to act indejrcndently of it; and we have been 
severely punished for it, I think ; but I am not 
Count AVilhelm Von I^uzclsteiu if I suffer the 
di^ace of ycsicrday to go unrevenged; and 
here I pledge myself, in the name of tlie Holy 
Tribunal itself, not 40 sjjeep, nor eat,^ nor drhik, 
until I have, devised my plan'of ruin.” 

“ 'Our sister will help us in that, I believe ; ’ 
malici(^sly added Heinrick. 

“ Don’t speak of her, Heinrick,” replied Wil¬ 
helm, with deep emjdiasis. 

Early the next morning the two brothers left 
the castle on horseback, and unattended. We 
shall not accompany them, though we are bound 
to tell the particulars of their mysterious journey. 

“ I accuse Frederick, Count Palatine, of de¬ 
testable heresy, and of a secret conjpact with the 
eyil spirit, to wJiom he has sold ^lis immortal 
soul, for the assurance of continued success and 
victory; and -'to the truth of this I pledge my- 
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self, as a member of the Holy Tribunal, and 
hofd myself in readiness to avengefthe same upon 
the hody of the delinquent, in such manner as 
shall be judged fit and expedient by the raesent 
assembly.” So sayiijg. Count Wilhelm placed 
his iron gauntlet on the table that ^ood in the 
midst of the* gloorny cave where the Secret Tri¬ 
bunal held its sittings. As soon as h% had re¬ 
tired to his seat, Count Heinrick came forward, 
and repeated the same ceremony. 

mie decision of the tribujial was qpnsisient 
with its awful an<l clever* system of entrapping 
its victims," and we shall sec how nearly suc«:ss- 
ful it proved. 

The baptism oV the young prince was* to he 
celebrated by a tournament; and this was made 
known by proclamation, inviting all valiant 
knights to feats gf chivalry. 

The splendid residence of the electors was not 
likely to be enyjty wh«n the friendly voice of in- 
vitation*was abroad. 

The feasting, hunting, and tilting went gaily 
forward; many illustrious strangers were present, 
and some amongst them, iij the mysterious 
spirit of the times, claimed the privilege of in- 
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cognito. This was readily granted, and religi¬ 
ously observed; it even gave a flavour to the 
entertainment, and joy flowed on in an uncheck¬ 
ed channel. Louis was once mere himself; the 
variety of the’ scene had laised his spirits, ami 
the young heir to the palatinate had his full 
share of credit in restoring his father to health 
arid enjoyment. 

Two valiant knights were particularly dis¬ 
tinguished by the elector on this occasion. 
They displayed each day some new munifi¬ 
cence, and paid the most marked attention to 
LoUis. Many conjectures were started by the 
inquisitive household, as to who they might 1 m-, 
but tlfeir largesse silenced each servile tongue; 
and the credulous retainers whispered that they 
were foreign princes at the least. Louis himself 
inclined to the same opinion, aad under its in¬ 
fluence exerted himself to add to the honourable 
reception and attendance c*f his disguised guests. 

The week was nearly over, but the last day of 
it was to be celebrated by the ctnost splendid 
tEumament that had yet taken place. The palm 
of knighthood and chivalry was to be contested, 
and. the forthnate winner who should ^maintain 
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himself against all the live opponents who were 
to 'challenge him was to choostf the queen of 
beauty from the glowing galaxy before him. 

Each manly^ bosom beat high, each woman’s 
heart swcllccf in anyety and pride, when the 
auspicious morning stole into briglitness and 
smiled on thip glittering scene. * 

The place d’armes was the arena; numerods 
galleries were fitted up on the western and south- 
eni sides for the ladies; and a superb pavilion 
w'as«to contain the elector and his court.. 

'jt'herc was grSat bustle in the court-yard; 

• • 

horses and ■armour were undergoing all kinds of 
examination and correction by the careful sguircs; 
but the six knighls were all to depend upop their 
own caprices for armorial bearings and devices, 
and their various accoutrements were to be a 
profoiind secret Jp all; their very horses were to 
be #hosen promiscuously, as each challenger left 
the drawbridge. 

The eastle bell struck ten. Immediately after 

• •. 

a loud and cheerful flourish announced the ap¬ 
proach of the drst kniglit. 

Now he who first entered the lists was to 

# 

considered the challenging knight^ and to try 
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his fortune with ,the other five separately; if he 
fell, his conqueror must challenge the remaining 
four; and so on, until but one remained. 

The successful champion of .knighthood and 
beauty, was to receive a goyen-hilted sword from 
the hand of the elector, bearing on its point a 
coronet of silver roses for the brow of the fair 
queen whom he should select to do the honours 
of the ball-room for that evening. 

To add to the imposing effect of this con¬ 
cluding day, a fmry bridge had been thrown 
across the moat from the large Gothic windows 
of die Kaisersaal, the beautiful hall in Rodolf’s 
ancient building. The ladies were to reach their 
galleries by this device; ana as the herald’s 
trumpet gave the signal, the fair creatures step¬ 
ped delicately forth in all the pride of conscious 
loveliness. 

Eugenia’s modesty made her almost the«last 
in the train. Leonora d^ Luzelstein headed it. 
Louis now entered the pavilion with his imme¬ 
diate attendants. Kemnat was not excluded we 
na^y be su're; he had lately taken upon himself 
the office and dignity of historii^apher, and the 
old man looked more imjiortant than usual. 
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The six heralds were now sgen making the 
circftit of the tilt-yard at full gallo{l. They per¬ 
formed this evolution several times; and at 
length, he who,, had been foremost all ^ong, 
leaped the barrier at jhe entrance^ and curbing 
the noble animal he rode, planted himself in the 
very centre of the yard, and bowed g^lantly to 
the elector. 

“ Your message, sir,” said Louis, returning 
the salutation. 

“ i am here in the name of,the knight of the 
white-rose wreath, to* defy to mortal combat, in 
the cause of chivalry and beauty, any #vc 
knights who shall accept the challenge.” 

A herald beneath the pavilion now blew his 
trua^et, on a signal given by the elector. He 
then spoke.—“ A gallant knight, bearing the 
device of the whjite-rose wreath, hath defied to 
deadly combat any five knights who shall sepa¬ 
rately accept his chaljenge; there are many 
brave nobles present, let their heralds appear.” 

Upon this the other five heralds, all abreast, 
leaped over the barrier,*and blew the scornful 
note of acceptance. 
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“ Your titles gentlemen," said the elector's 
herald. 

“ I am tlie messenger of him who carries the 
lion’s mane for his device." 

“ And I of him who bears the golden sword. 

“ My toaster defies death, and takes its em¬ 
blem." 

' “ And mine," said the fourth,' “ is of the 
bleeding heart." 

There was a jjausc; the herald of the court 
looked .at the fifth herald, expecting hion t<> 
speak, but he remainfed silent. 

And you, sir, whom may you represent 

“ My ihaster wears the plain shield, and is 
the ivameless knight." 

The herald looked up towards Louis, .Mi if 
doubtful of his allowing this title. 

“ It will do, it will do,” puickly ejaculated 
Louis. “ My friends and guests are at liberty 
to assume or disavow whatever they please ; and 
the nameless knight may win a name‘this very 
morning. Sound the trumpet, and let the 
•hnight of the avhite-rose wreath appear. ’ 

As the last note rushed through the air, a 
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noble figure, well mounted, stoo(i at the entranee 
of the tilt-yard; the harrier was instantly with¬ 
drawn, and the champion walked his superb and 
restless charger Jo the appointed stand, t^ing 
(■arc to salute the elecflir as he turrted and back¬ 
ed into it. 

Numerous .armed, knights now entered, and 
filed off to thh eastern side of the yard, and drew 
up their horses abreast; each was attended by 
his squire, and the whole vvas a good!)’ array 

'I'ltc herald of him of^the.whitc-rosck wreath 
now blew a triumplftint p^al, which made the 
castle rocks ting. 

^"riic knight of the death’s head galloped into 
the tilt-yard^and\iis herald answered thethal- 
Icf'j^i^r’s dofrauce. “ Forward!” exclaimed Louis, 
animated by the approaching hostilities. 

I low many fem^e bosoms were beating! How 
much curiosity was excited ! Hut the disguise of 
the two knights^was complete; their armour was 
new, and*no one could say who either was. 

Eugenia’s he^rt told her that her hero would 
be there ; the Ubing of her worshin—for she di^ 
not venture to think she coulcj love him, she 
onlv knew that she could love no dther. 'J’be 
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image of the princely Frederick was shrined 
within her inmost thoughts ; it was her essence 
and her life, and nothing but a broken heart 
inigh^ tell her secret. It is true that melancholy 
had touched each sweet ifxpression of her face, 
but heavenly beauty still seemed to plead against 
its own despair. 

‘ W ithdut knowing the intended distinction of 
the victor knight, Eugenia had innocently 
crowned herself with a wreath of roses. She had 
remembered that Jier last mistress had chosen it 
for her, as the ornament best adapted to her un- 
sp6iled graces; but it was a most ‘unfortunate 
decoration bn the present occasion. 

The moment that the Lady L *onora (now 
Countess von Luzelstein) saw the jword .m* id 
silver wreath lying on the velvet cushion in front 
of the elector’s pavilion, with, the words “ To 
the victor knight” embroidered upon it, she 
turned quickly round to .the ladies of the court 
who were standing nearest to her, and exclaimed, 
“ There is one here who intends to bespeak tlie 
leffcath for hewself, I think; and probably the 
Fraulcm Eugenia knows who her champion 
yonder is 
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At this moment the elector gave the final 
sigftal, and the two knights rushed to the attack. 
He of the wreath performed the various pre¬ 
paratory manoeuvres with grace and steac^iness, 
and seemed rather tgp be amusing himself with 
the finesse of his art than hazarding ]jis life and 
reputation. 

The death’s head knight shewed #ome im¬ 
patience. His ihovements were sudden, though 
he displayed nearly equal skill. Still a certain 
restlessness and eagerness to^takc advaiitage of 
any* slight unguardedness, t)n the part of his op¬ 
ponent, looked vindictive. 

At length the horse of the first stiftnbleij, and 
the latter ^arge& furiously and wounded the 
otJ'^ in Jmc side. This was enough to rouse 
the spirit and prowess of the champion; he sud¬ 
denly wheeled r^und, and came at once upon 
the flank of his adversary’s horse, who reared, 

and fell back upon liis wounded rider. The 

• • 

shock was tremendous. Every one thought that 

• • 

the knight of the death’s head must be crushed 
to pieces, but* the spiril of evil, could not fit* 
readily part with one of fts agents. 

The gallant champion, considcrine this an uu- 



330 


THE T-EGEND of 


fair chance in tlie knightly game, dismounted, 
and ran to help the prostrate chevalier from the 
ground; but the fallen ruffian seized the offered 
hand, with a strong grasp, and. simultaneously- 
attempted to thrust his dagger to the heart of 
his brave ponqueror. The knight of the wreath 
did not suspect treachery, but his activity saved 
him from it; he sprang back several paces, and 
snatching the light battle-axe'that hung at his 
side, he darted forward and aimed a steady blow 
at the loathsome linage on the assassin’s casque. 
The spectators were- breathless. ‘ The stroke 
lotAened the joints of the visor, and levelled the 
offender to the ground. 

“ S'lnough, enough !” loudly e>^v-laimed the 
elector. “ Remove the vanquishisA I niiS ii, 
and let the gallant chainjiion be more worthily 
matched.” 

Two attendant squires now approached the 
knight who had been stunned, but not injured. 
They lifted him from the ground, aad they, 
and only they, saw-, through the loosened visor, 
tic sallow features of Count Wiihelm von Lu- 
zelstein. A tent was at hand, and surgical at¬ 
tendance; and the herald of the death’s head 
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dismissed the squires, and clos|;d the hangings 
oii Jns crest-fallen lord. Wc will leave them. 

The cheerful herald now approached his noble 
master, doJng the double duty of squire; he ex¬ 
amined the d-apping^ of the horse, buckled on 
such parts as had been thrown intft disorder, 
examined th| edge of the battle-axe, anS replaced 
it in the knight’s belt. A messenger *soon en¬ 
tered the pavilion, to tell the elector that the 
vanquished knight was unhurt. 

“,So much the better,” rephed he witji heat; 
“ if would have bean a pity that the blood of 
such a caitilf should have stained the honour of 
a brave knight.” 

* The chajfpion' bowed gracefully; the l.ady 
observed to turn deadly pale, but 
a anger soon replaced the livid hue. 

Eugenia’s bosom throbbed—“ Could it—oh ! 
could it bewas it indeed he .?■” No one heard 
these aspirations of the,piaidcn’s heart. 

The court herald gave the signal for renewed 

* • • 

combat; the champion again entered the lists, 
llut we must not minutSy detail Jiow lie of the 
lion’s mane, the golden sword, and the bleeding 
heart, each and all were discomfited?. This was 


VOL. III., 
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not done, howeyer, without much exertion and 
some risk; and the blood was seen trickling 
through the various crevices of the brave knight’s 
armour, while he withdrew for assistance and re¬ 
freshment to< a tent eloso^by. lii the interval, 
however, gld Kemnat came within earshot of the 
electq^, and said in a low tone, “ Your high¬ 
ness’s pardon ! But surely the champion knight 
can be no other than ”- 

“ Hush !” said the elector, “ wound not his 
fame by, breathing the name he is pleased to ho¬ 
nour in obscurity.” 

'Kemnat bowed and retired; but ^he idea of 
the pameltiss knight gave him great uneasiness, 
he knew, not why. 

The champion returned; tin* ladi^ hastjjn^ 
to the front of the galleries; the by-standing 
knights leaped on their horses^; the court herald 
and the champion’s blew the note of defiance, 
and the herald of the nameless knight answered 
it. 'J’hc knight followed. He was dressed in 
plain black armour, and without plumes, but his 
elegant figure and graceful bearing were only 
the more conspicuous. 

The confbat was begun: the champion rode 
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a new horse, and the last of his opponents was 
a? well mounted as himself. The spirited ani¬ 
mals seemed identified with the skilful riders 
who directed ^heir movements ; the whi^ foam 
dashed from their youths, thcii»<yes were fire, 
and their necks a rampart. The elector was en- 
chanted with the gallant bearing of both knights, 
and seemed to forget the possibility of‘danger \o 
either party in the contemplation of this mas¬ 
terly display of art in an exercise which he ap- 
proeiated in theory, but of wljich he didmot envy 
the practice'. 

It was beautiful! it seemed as if the fery 
clash of sword or spear had a distinSt an^ regu¬ 
lated musio The ladies waved their scarfe and 
hfij^dkei^Jriefs. ' Eugenia involuntarily clasped 
her cold hands together, and felt a dizziness 
creeping over hej brain; Leonora looked on con¬ 
temptuously ; and old Kemnat opened his mouth 
wide, until the dry air .parched his tongue and 
throat. 

At length tljp champion’s spear wounded the 
nameless knight's horse in the neok ; the animal 
was thrown back upon its haunches, and its rider 
sprang to the ground before it fell. •• The noble 

ft2 
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conqueror leaped from his, to meet the knight 
on equal terms. A murmur of approbation mn 
through the stately row of armed nobles, and the 
gallant combatants vied with eac;h other in ac¬ 
tivity and skili. 

At length a smothered groan from the deep 
chest of the champion told how ipuch he was 
suffering'' from various slight wounds and over 
exertion. This sound seemed to electrify the 
nameless knight: he sprang back several paces 
and gracefully dropt upon his knee, laying tV)wn 
his sword before him. The tham])ioh, astonished 
at%is sudden relinquishment of combat, drew 
back ,'n his' turn, and looked towards the pavilion 
for On explanation, pointing with fys sword to 
the immoveable knight, who scemeth a bci\'lt'd 
statue cased in steel. 

“ How is this? what may this mean, sir 
knight.^” eagerly asked the elector. Upon this 
the nameless knight started on his feet, threw 
up his visor, and rushed into the arms of his late 
opponent. 

*' All was now confiision. The aohies, squires, 

* ' f 

heralds, all came forward; the elector himself, 
preceded b}*^the page Hugo, carrying the velvet 
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cushion and its glittering orftaments, and fol¬ 
lowed by his impatient train, left the pavilion 
and entered the tilt-yard. But old Kemnat was 
there before. Him. “ The prince, the prince! 
I knew it, I knew*it!” shouted the overjoyed 
old mad, with a hundred extravagT^t gesticu¬ 
lations. 

“ Which, who, which is the prince ? What, 
prince ?” asked Louis and twenty others, in a 
breath. 

• “ B^Aff#,princ§! Where*then is thd second ? 
Where is he who cofild do as Prince Frcdtffick 
has done to-day replied the stout-hearted 
♦Kemnat. 

♦ “ My ^Jear, dear brother!” exclaimed the 
clcctc^approaching the champion, whom the 
faithful and anxious herald, young Otho Von 
Gcmmingcn, wdl already unharnessing. 

“ I'his, then, is yours,” said Louis, taking 
the sword *nd»wreathTrom the cushion. 

“ Will your iiighness permit me to do an act 
of justice with this ?” jsked Prince Frederick, 
receiving the sword fi^pm* hia larother’s hanil, 
and taking the silver wreath fhom its point. 

“ Perviit thee, Frederick !” renlied the eleator. 
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embracing his brother, -who bowing his thanks, 
and approaching him who had entered into the 
lists on a day when they were open ,to every 
gentlen.an as well as noble, and'w]fio had mo¬ 
destly forbore to wear those appendages of knight¬ 
hood whieh.Vere eustoinary on sueh occasions, 
the prince said in a firm toiK, “ !lSneel, Raf- 
faeilo 

. The young man obeyed; and Frederick, 
striking him on the shoulder, exclaimed, “ Rise, 
rise, sir kAight, and front this day Ba^on of.Dijr- 
kenb-jim !” ■ 

Raffacllo folded his arms across his breast and 
rrose. *■“ And now, no longer tv'awcJeAvv, accept 
the sword which you might have woi\had not' 
your diffidence restrained you.” 

“ Noble, noble Frederick !” exclaimed the de¬ 
lighted brother; “ let us follow die ladies to the 
Xaisersaal, they are escaping from us.” 

The Lady Iieonora had "in truth led the way 
to the fairy bridge, and all the trer.iulous ladies fol¬ 
lowed her, enchanted witl^ the denAuement they 
hao just witnessed, and,marvelling much who 
would—each thought she knew full well who 
ough *—be chosen as the queen of the night. 
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Yet there was one who had no courage to fol- 
low the giddy group, one who never dreamt of 
her own sujjremacy; and she was left alone, and 
sank down ujjoit a couch in fear and weakiyss. 

The elector and Pjihee Frederick led the way, 
and the whole court followed then* over the 
bridge into the Kaiaersaal. 

After congratulations, flatteries, simpermgs, 
and sighs were profusely exchanged between the 
])rodigal courtiers, the elector turned to his bro- 
thc *, and almost screamed when he saw how pale 

•• • I ^ 

he looked. The prince was indeed exhausted ; 
the pleasurable excitement of recognizing his*be- 
l»ved llaffaello i|i the valiant stranger who had 
su skilfully opposed him, had checked for ftwhile 
tvie faintness that was overpowering him when 
the groan escaped him which enabled his faith' 
ful follower to r^iake his fortunate discovery ii 
time. Frederick in short fainted, and was car¬ 
ried to his private apartment; the ladies bein^ 
spared ^or the timp all peifurbation on their owr 
account. 

The suniptuous ban^uej wa^ Served, but iht 
exhausted prince did not attei^ it. The queer 
of beautx had not yet stepped fortfi in her l^ve- 
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liness; and there was much conjecture wasted 
on the occasion. 

We left Eugenia half fainting on tlje couch of 
the (jurtained gallery. In the '•bustle and ex¬ 
citement of the recent sceii&s, Prince Frederick’s 
illness, and the banquet, she had not been 

missed. Kemnat and llaffeello were in the 
... ( 
apartment of their adored hero; and when at 

length they left it with him to breathe the re¬ 
freshment of the open air, they concluded that 
she was occupied with her toilette, or witji f^nne 
minor arrangements lor the grand ball of the 
evehing. Poor Eugenia ! she was forgotten, and 
•she was lost! 

Keinnat, though unsuspicious of any sinister 
accident, was nevertheless uneasy; he was fiul 
of fancies, and an instinct of restless impatience 
led him to wander back to the kiusy scene of the 
a morning. As the surrounding part of the tilt- 
yard was thickly covered t^ith sand, Ips footste))s 
were not very audible^ and as, he was deep in 
thought, he forbore his usual proceeding of talk¬ 
ing' to himself. 

Just as he entejed beneath the scaffolding of 
the pavilion, *he thought he distinguishqd voices; 
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he paused and listened. Thgre were certainly 
softie persons whispering near him. Kemnat 
did not like whisperings, he thought them omi¬ 
nous of guilt; and now he was silent in earnest, 
for his misgivings baought proof of a conspi¬ 
racy as firmly and readily as real evidence would 
have convinced less suspicious men. 

Presentljl the whispering ceased and four fi¬ 
gures glided' frofti the curtained gallery. Kem¬ 
nat strained his eyes to distinguish them, but 
they were all within the deep^shade of fhe pro¬ 
jecting' galfcry. *'The moon, however, shone 
brightly beyond it; and as the figures turtied 
round the corner towards the castle, Kemn|,t saw 
the objects tfi" his unceasing and it now appeared 
^is just suspicion, namely, the two stranger 
knights, the Lady Leonora, and the banished 
superior of the Carmelite monastery ! This was 
ail awful conjunction of evil stars, there must be 

something in it. Thg Lady Leonora was not 

# • 

absent from her, toilette to study astronomy— 
the two strange knights were her brothers—and 
the crafty old williiin wa ^helping ^heni to soiye 
diabolical plot. Such were Kemnat’s prompt 
conclusions. He waited until thA group had 

q3 
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had time to reachethe castle, and then he stole 
away, big with the important secret. He went 
immediately to Frederick’s apartment: the prince 

r 

was iy»t there; the page said hq.had gone with 
the Baron Von Durkenheu.j to the Kaisersaal. 
Kemnat hastened thither. He found the prince 
and RafFacllo gazing at an oil-painting, which he 
soon knew to be the portrait of hic daughter. 
Above it was suspended the silver wreath. 

“ Here is Kemnat,” said the prince, “ coming 
to witness the instqi^latipn of my queen. I -.-an 
find nothing more beautifipi or more virtuous 
thah that,” pointing to the painting, “ so my 
fair friends must excuse my partiality, if it be 
such. ^ Raffaello thinks my selection unexcep¬ 
tionable, and I suppose you will agree wklp 
him.” 

The glad father poured forj^h his thanks in 

'•all the fulness of affection and gratitude; but 

when their first ehullitioa was over, he added 

somewhat mournfully, “ Do you know, prince, I 

cannot tell where my daughter is ^11 this time; 

I ^lave not seer, her since the glorious tourna- 
/ 

ment.” 

“ Never ft-ar, Kemnat,” answered Frederick, 
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“ she cannot fail to know her njerit, and she is 
shrinking from my acknowledgement of it.” 

This was not very probable. However the 
proud fatfier tj^ought it so; and he now pro¬ 
ceeded to tefl the story of the gallery. The 
prince and the young baron were stjuck by the 
curious circumstance, and promised *tJ be on 
their guardi It was not, however, thcMght rife- 
cessary to inlerrflpt the pleasures of the evening 
by any abrupt disclosure; and thus they sepa- 
l atad for the completion of their toiletteg. 

l^rince Ffederi^t* observed a look of peculiar 

malignancy on the countenance of Leonora, ^4ien 

0 

she entered the ^ball-room, and sa\» her ^lovely 
i Lval’s portr^t decorated with the envied weath. 
y thought it was womanly jealousy and scorn, 
but that withering look appalled Radaello, and 
lie felt that it had a victim. 

He left the balf-room, sick at heart, and went di¬ 
rectly to Kemnat’s apaj^tments, certain of finding 

him eqmally ill ijt ease. He was not mistaken : 

• • • 

there sat the ]^oor old man in his arm-chair, in 
tears. Kemnat started on hearing a footstep.* 

“ Is that you, Eugenia he asked in hurri^ 
accents. 
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It is I, Kcipnat; you are anxious? (4od ! 
what is it that hangs over us both ? what fcan 
have happened to Eugenia; my beloved, my 
own worshipped Eugenia ?” 

“ God only knows ! butcl am sure—my heart 
tells me—tjjat she is not in this castle;,nay I do 
not know whether she even exists^; that fiend 
lieonora'von Luzelstein—” < 

“ Hush, hush, for God’s hol^ sal^e!” shrieked 
the lover, “ you will make me mad; what can 
we io ? jhe prince^must be in danger. Eugenia 
too—I saw the devil^s triufmph of that hated 
woman, as she gazed on the picture.' Eugenia, 
Eugenia! T<here is she, Kemn^t ? Let us fly to 
seek ber; but oh ! God ! whisper Viot the po.s- 
slbility that she has fallen a victim to Leonoraj’s 
jealousy and our neglect!” 

Raffacllo rushed from the apartment. We 
scarcely dare to follow him ! He seized a torch, 
and ran through all tlje dismal vaults and 
passages of the castle. He saw nothing, he 
heard nothing, but half frantic terror urged 
hjpi on. 

Now there was a particular passage that com- 
( 

municated with the Carmelite monastery beneath; 



RUPRECHT’s B«Il.DIEG. 


349 


Desperation seemed to tell him jthat it had some- 
thihg to do with the fate of Eugenia. He 
hurried on, until the low-arched door of entrance 
to another pass|kge intercepted him. He raised a 
stone, that Vas ne», and knoaked furiously 
against ,the door. It suddenly opened from 
within, anc^ enclosed him; but it was shut as 
instantly. 

Poor Rafraello! he had indeed followed Eu¬ 
genia. 

iThe castle bell tolled the hour of yiidmght. 

Th*e ball wUs over*, and-without the castle all 
• • • ^ ^ 
was, or sfiemed to be at rest. The watcheas in 

* 

the towers occasionally told the hdur, and said 
Uiat all waif well; but no other sound, sunless, 
jndeed, the ominous night bird ventured to 
break the sacred spell of silence intruded on the 
listening ear. 

Kcmnat, exhausted by his exertions, his terrors^ 
and his anxieties, h§d sunk almost insensible. 

Prince-Frederiek entirely overcome, slept heavily 

• • 

on his couch. His brother the elector, slumbered 
soundly in the old chamber of Count Kupr(j^ht. 
The two Gemmingens sat wakine and watchful 
by the side of Frederick. 
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At one o'clock the conspirators had agreed to 
meet, for the consummation of their base lind 
impious plot. The Countess von Imzelstein 
taking the lead in the conspiraf^ and defying 
Heaven as slm courted trime, appeared dis¬ 
guised as the Virgin Mary herself, and entered 
the chamber of the sleeping Louis. , 

Louis, Louis, Louis,” said she, i n sonorous 
tones. 

Poor Louis in his dream thought he heard 
the voice of his deceased wife, and he tremblingly 
raised his head from the pillo'w". 

“"Margaret, my own Margaret!” exclaimed 
Jic, still imperfectly awake. 

“ Wake Louis, and look at me, ’ continued 
the saidfe deep-toned voice. 

The elector turned his eyes towards the centre 
of the room ; a lamp was burning on a pedestal 
^near the couch: as soon as he perceived the 
phantom, he exclaimed, 

“ Great God ! who or what art thoui 
“ Fear nothing, my son ! The^ mother of the 
Sawiour brings-a blessing for thee and thine, 
and the assurance of thy soul’s salvation.” 

The eleetdi' shuddered as he listened to this 
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answer; he joined his hands together; but what 
^’»s*his horror, when the impious blasphemer 
proceeded to denounce his beloved brother as a 
heretic, separate^ from the church, doomed to 
everlasting destruction* and hourly occupied in 
copspiracjps against his life ? 

Notwithstiinding the phosphoric glory that 
surrounded |hc head of the virgin, and the ap¬ 
palling convfttioft that she was indeed present to 
him, Louis’s affection for hi» brother triumphed 
ove» every thing; and he proceeded tp defend 
him against \he accif^tions he had just heard. 

“ Incredulous an^ obstinate!” said the spirit, 
“ Do you then ^refuse to believe Imy words ? 
J^am theH,^that descending just now wkh my 
(JiVine escort of holy angels, I found the Prince 
of Darkness with thy abhorred brother. My 
sudden appearance, and the sight of the celestial 
spirits, took frofc him the possibility of flight. 
There he is,^ chained by my command, and 
gnawing his fetters. Approach thou King of 
Hell, thou thirsty lion, thou dragon, drunk with 
the blood of *ouls, thou who avl nourished Jiiy 
the poison of sin, etemafly damned—appear!” 

Immediately on this a horrible wjise of chains 
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came from the anti-chamber, the door swung 
upon its hinges, as if a tempest had worked it/ 
and a dreadful roaring, like that of a lion, an¬ 
nounced the arrival of the monster. 

As soon as the Carmelitp superior had entered 
under the^ disguise of Satan, of whose worst 
imagined attributes he might be considered an 
c.iaggeration, he precipitated himse^ before the 
virgin, groaning and crawlingaifd she placed 
her foot upon the head of the demon. 

At this fearful^ sight, the deluded elaetor 
began to tremble in dl his lihibs, liis hair stood 
an flnd, he clasped his har..ds together, sprang 
from his ted, and fell prostrate on the floor. 
The .well-acted apparition now redoubled hfr 
terrifying denunciations, and in depriving bim 
of the little reason that was left him, obtainetl 
his consent to the sacrifice of his brother. 

The unfortunate and ovcrihelmcd elector, 

I 

sank into insensibility. The perfidious couple 
took advantage of the moment, to quit the 
chamber; and two knights, armed caj)-a-pie. 
rej^laced them immediately. 

' Their armour was 'olack and brilliant with 
stars of fire^ and poignards were in their hands. 



HUPRF.CHt’s BIIII.DIKG. 


353 


Aflfr recovering the elector from his swoon, they 
(declared themselves ambassadors of the Holy 
Secret Tribunal, which had despatched them to 
the court of the palatinate, with orders to Him to 
yield his brother to ‘them; taking care, hi all 
this, to make their discourse agree with that of 
the virgin, and as *soon as the prince,was siij,- 
ficiently rec%vertd, they obliged ’him to lead 
them towards Frederick. 

In his impatience, the monk had most*un- 

* ^ • • * . 

neccasacrily .gone Jb^re’ them; and listened 

anxiously aj; the doy of the prince’s apartm^t. 

Emboldened by tire, silence of th^ place, he 

sgftly opened^it, *by the aid of false keys.* H? 

fH|n looked round the room with uneasiness, but 

the sight of Frederick asleep tranquillized him, 

and his heart already began to bound with joy, 

on perceiving tlj^t success was as easy as it was 

certain. But this premature self-congratulation 

was somewhat* checkeS, on perceiving a slight 

movement in one* of the‘comers of the room. 

It was that in ^hich young Otho sat. But he 
* • • 

did not happen to be askep wHbn the devil was 


pleased to enter the chamber; and the Satanic 
pageant at first strangely surprised him. 4Ie 
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thought, however, that he observed a great 
degree of hesitation in the manner of enterings 
and that afterwards the demon seemed to acquire 
more'assurance. This looked mo’-e like a trick 

i 4 , 

of this world than of the lower one ; and urged 
on either by reasoning or the impulse of natural 
courage, young Otbo darted from his conceal¬ 
ment, with sword in hand. 

The father confessor, who immediately re- 
cogi.ized the young guardian of the prince, 
thought it expedient to mikeiall possible ire of 
his^disguise, in order to int.^idate Gi.emmingen, 
while he at .the same time brandished a poniard. 

The instant that Otho saw tho^weapon, th»; 
masquerade ceased to terrify him. He leaj^ed 
upon the assassin with the whole weight of his 
body; the monk, inconvenienced by his infernal 
accoutrements, was thrown doi|n by the shock. 
He then had recourse to all such bcllowings. 
hissings, and contortions, as he conceived ap¬ 
propriate and becomi.ig in a devil, but a blow 
from the sjvord of Gem,i^ingcn cicft his head in 
twain. 

“ Die, villain !^’ exclaimed the intrepid Otho. 
At' this moment, the prince, and Albert von 
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r.Temmingen, waked from their profound sleep, 
and springing forward, gave the alarm, with loud 
and simultaneous cries for help. 

At this very, moment, the elector advaneed 
escorted by the two chwaliers. The two latter, 
healing the'tumult conceived that they Ij^d been 
betrayed, and *fled precipitately down the spiral 
staircase into ^he ^vestibule, and away, by the 
secret passage to the monastery. 


Louis remained alone, but frozen statue-like 
with hprror, h§ still at th# open door' pale, 
disfigured, his lamp in Ais hand, and •ahogether 
the most fearful spectre that had yet presented 
ite^f. 

Ijederick and his friends were transfixed at 
thiii sad and still inexplicable sight, they could 
not speak, but they stared enquiringly at each 
other. 

During this pause, the physical strength of 
the elector, axhausted 6y so many trials, left 
him once more, ahd he fellasenseless at the feet 
of his brother. 'All thought him dead; the 
castle was in instant confusi^.a B»t* the elector 
dreadful situation was the thing tn be first cared 
for. They Recovered him once more'; but tlae 
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shock seemed'to liave done its worst. He wa^ 

r 

in the most frightful agitation; and it was Aot 
till the morning was far advanced, that they 
suojeeded in calming him. H 9 then only re-, 
membered the horrible visions of the night. Day¬ 
light gayc conviction to the terrific and credulous 
household; and all who could be spared from 
the sick chamber, were anxious^to join in the 
search for the Virgin Mary and the two am- 

f 

b?.ssadors! 

« 

The CountesA von !1^4s8r;lstein, had Iftft the 
tewn of• Heidelberg in close carriage before 
day-break, and the two stronger knights were no 
whdre to be seen. The dead body of the wonJd- 
be devil, explained the untoward person^ity, 
connected with the discarded father confessor; 
and poor Louis shuddered and wept, as he saw 
how narrowly his beloved bpthcr had escaped 
becoming the victim of a detestable plot. He 
loved him, if possible, the more; but the shock 
on Louis’s health was fatal. • His fever returned 
in full force. 

'' Kemnat had been, soon roused, and was for¬ 
ward all night amongst the most zealous of the 
searchers; and when Prince Frederick heard 
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from the sftbbing old man, the mysterious dis- 
&ppearanec of Eugenia, and then again the 
prolonged absence of Raffacllo, v/ho had sworn 
to find her*or expire in the attempt, the whole 
’ vigour of his «inanly ^ature rctursed, anf he 

rushed on to take the fead in the general search. 

• * * ■ 

One of the^first proceedings was to procure a 

legal document, to authorize the search, of th% 
Carmelite mo\ast»ry. Several rcmlarkable j^ys 
were found concealed in difr^rent jiarts of thi?“ 
conftjgsor’s attire; and each appeared of Bn- 
portaitet*, as*everp^t^ Iijid a separate place 
assigned it f so that^urry or trepidation mij:^!* 
not create confusion. “ The /Icvil,!’ quaintly 
remarks thq tegend, “ had been very discreet 
and.consistent in every precautionary detail; but 
he should not have peeped into Trince Fre¬ 
derick’s sleeping-room, where he was not wanted.” 

As the prince i^d his formidable cortege made 
their appearance at the door of the monastery, 
surrounded by Tlie, indignant populace, and pre¬ 
sented the order to the mo^ who received them, 
to give up all |ceys, andvith them the posses¬ 
sion of the cliart and arAi^'ctural plans of thb 
monastery, with all its secret*vaults and pas- 
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sages, the brother looked very much'perplexed ; 
he declared that the articles which the princi 
demanded were not in the power of any monk to 
procure for him, for that they were'locked up in 
the*^rivate sanctuary of,the suprtior. 

C 

“ That is enough,” replied the prince, “ we 
merely vtished to know where to find them : of- 
.'icers <io your duty; forward, Ke^nat, with the 
keys !” 

To the astonishment of the monks, who had 
crowded to the vestibule, a band of soldiers en¬ 
tered the monastery„defilmJ^he mhek sanctity of 
itf unholy walls, filing oAin all directions, and 
one detachment stronger than the rest, follow- 

4. ' V « 

ing gld Kemnat directly to the apartments of the 
superior. Prince Frederick now beckoned to 
some servants who wore carrying a sort of litter. 
“ Bring in the body, and let it be placed in the 
chapel. The holy brotherho(|l must learn why 
we pronounce them from this hour removed from 
our dominions.” 

A shout of wild approbation burst from the 

« 

niultitude, to whom thft CarmcliU: brethren were 
extremely odious. ^Kie dead body of the supe¬ 
rior, in the.costume he had adopted as his last. 
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was now nncovered in the sight of the enraged 
people, and delivered over to*the scandalized 
brethren, who carried it into the monastery. 

“ Down^vith the old black walls ;—awap;^ with 
them,” shoutfgl the people. 

“Not so fast, m^ good friends,” said the 
pi fnee, in his most commanding toncand man¬ 
ner. “ We do niJt bear the sword in vain; 
justice will tjpne on the offenders, but no 
violence.” 

this moment old Kemnat re-appea»ed, 
handing to hjs prm^^the important chart, 
mcrous othgr keys, am various papers! 

Thus provided, l^rederick ruslied.once more 
forward. ThS: monk scowled on him as he*pas^ 
ed; and Kemnat momentarily expected to see a 
dagger glide from beneath some cowl. So he 
moved on immediately behind the prince, and 
the Von Gemmifgens were on cither side of 
him. 

Fredericlr sHidicd the chart, as he proceeded 
along the principal aisle r)f the building; he 
knew enough of architecljiral intricacies to be a 
good guide «n the present locclfeion. He w^ 
over the whole of the monastery for mere form’s 
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sake; for he never expected'to find the objects 
of his search rfbove ground. As a precaution,, 
however, he left two soldiers in every apartment 
or corridor that he visited. And *iow he pre¬ 
pare^, to descend into the vaults' a\j,d windings bt'- 
neath. 

He wag much astonished to find that one of 
the secret passages bencatln the Jettenbuhl, had 

I ' 

a brancli communication with tWo monasterj-. 
.'’ lUS explained, as with a beam of light, nume¬ 
rous mysterious procccding.s of elder date, which 
could never be accounte^vy. Ij, sceme^l also 
th" ready clue to the fate, of I lugc nia, and per¬ 
haps Raflacllo; young Hugo had declared that 
'the Fraulcin Fugenia had beem lef- in the gallfrry 
the preceding day; and Kemnat’s discovery of the 
evening's visitation to it, told the fate of the lovc'ly 
girl too plainly. Still the fever of hope lighted up 
its false beacon in the mind the wretched fa¬ 
ther. I'he prince was not '^o sanguine; the 
sneer of one monk, who seemed m.ore strongly 
stamped with villainy than the rest, made him 
tremble for the sweet ^irl, and her rash lover; 
atid as he examine^ fvery darkened cell, he ex¬ 
pected to encounter some shocking confirmation 
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of his fears. “ Lead on to the right!” suddenly 
exclaimed the prince, to the torch bearers. They 
turned in upon a dark and narrow passive; and 
after a few*paces j»aused. 

“ Wg * cannot proceed further, .your high¬ 
ness.” 

The prmce hurled forward, an^\)ercei^d a 
newly builtVrch across the passage, 
and hastily stopped with stones and rubbish.— 
“ i’orward there, with the axes !” 

SCelnnat^groailed-^thoi prince placed his hand 
upon his* breast, afhd leaned against theadamp 
wall. 

The obstruction was soon removed; and the 
party hastened on to the end of the passage, 
where they were met—by a strong door! 

“ The keys !” Young Gemmingen took them 
from the handl of the trembling father, whose 
eyes wildly glared ufion the door, the opening of 
which to*wither his old heart. 

After many iftmtless Sttempts to fix upon the 
right key, tjTe door at length slowly receded; 
every one daught the panted—Shall we entet ?” 
asked the torch bearers. 

Fredqripk, certain of meeting with theVorst 
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evidence of unfair treatment to one or other of 
his friends, seized the nearest torch himself, and 
stepped'hastily into the small chamber; the 

ft, 

torch flickered, and he stood an iristant within 
the door, befijrc he could discern any object. At 
length, howidver, his eyes rested on something 
like^n projecting altar, with a figure lying upon 
it. It, »”i^ht be a tomb, an effigy; l he hushed 
his apprehensions with this rapid conjecture, and 
cautiously approached the pale corpse that was 
resting there in Death’s own« ^feep! 'It w&sHoo 
much like the lovely creaturdit had been, in its 
serene and pafectly exquisite dipression, not to 
be mstaptly recognized. 

“ Oh God ! Eugenia!” ejaculated the prince, 
and throwing down the torch, he burst into pas¬ 
sionate tears and clasped the cold burthen to his 
breast. A shriek of horror ard despair an¬ 
nounced the fearful certainty:—^'Aut an old man 
laughed hysterically, and rushed- thlough the 
group that was crowding into thb apartment.— 

“ Ha, ha, ha! she is mine, gives, her to me; 
it is my child; fwill bave her, yod shall not 
hold me; devil and fiends of hell, don’t mock an 
aged man!”—And with these hideous words. 
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'and. more hideous laughing and shouting, old 
Kemnat attempted to seise the corpse, and fell in 
strong convulsions at the prince’s feet. , 
Frederick fccovere^ his presence of nflnd in¬ 
stantly; aixl ordering the parent to be carried 
quickly into the open air, he himsclf'took up in 
his arms all that w^s mortal of a thins slU vine. 
We must^agine the rage of tlffe ciuSsfts when 
the melancholy truth came i^to open day. Tne 
peogle and the .wldiers could scarcely M re¬ 
strained from tcaiiAg^thc* cdi^ce down, and mal- 
* * * • 
treating thf monks. These, ho^eVer, wer^ or¬ 
dered to secure their doors, and to rqpiain within 
tl»em until tlit pleasure of the elector should Ife 
made known to them. 

* Ou ascending by the northern entrance, they 
were met by a group of soldiers, running at full 
speed:—“They have escaped, they have es¬ 
caped ; the Courts of Luzelstein have escaped by* 
the mountain.’ 

“ Good God,’ what is sthis ?” exclaimed the 
prince. 

“We we»e on duty n^ai th%* terrace on the 
east; and suddenly two 6gure% dreadfid to look 
at, rose from the ground, like evil spirits w we 



364 


THE legen;^ of 

were all terrified ; but as soon as they percewed^' 
us, they sprang towards us, and striking to the 
right apd left with battle-axes, they forced their 
way tliVough the guard, ^nd wc then saw that 
they were the two knight?, of the Secret Tri¬ 
bunal that'his highness saw last night.” 

.. “ Cowards !” impatiently exclaimed Frede- 
rick,--:^torward to the pursuit, i^y brave fel¬ 
lows,” said he, addressing his immediate fol- 
low^s; and leaving the sad-servants to qprry 
the two litters, the soldiers,'* end ‘he pri»x;e at 
the^* bead, tushed with lightning speed up to 
the northern gate, 

' It is useless to tell that the two counts had 
found themselves detained in the monastery pas¬ 
sage, for want of the keys •, and that they chose 
a favourable moment for their escape; moreover, 
they effected it, for the prince^ returned from a 
vain pursuit. His anxiety rel^ecting the still 
undecided fate of Raffaello, perhaps reconciled 
him to deferring th^. punishment he meant to 
inflict. 

. 'The secret passage was, of cource, searched i 
and the door, at which poor Raffaello had knock¬ 
ed furiously, and which had seemed to open 
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fts _j«ws and swallow him alive, now gave up the 
dead ; for the first thing that the guide stumbled 
against, was the murdered Italian ! 

lie and tlfc beautiful Eugenia»wcrc uffied in 
death, nf^rtiey could jiot be so in lifg one tomb 
contained tljpm, and was ever afterxfards called 
the ‘ Lover's Grave.’ Old Kemnatyiicver cjjiuj 
plctcly rcc(^rod his senses; but he wandereS 
about harmlessly, and woi^d sit whole days by 

th^side of his child’s monument, declaring that 

• • * 

he «a» waiting to see it change into the angel of 
the resurrection. The good elec'to? breath(|j[ his 
last shortly after the interment of tilt lovers; and 
fhe castle^was long a scene of woo. 'J’^e Car¬ 
melites were driven out, and the castle of Luzel- 
stein levelled with the ground, the two counts 
having perished in the bursting of a mine beneath 
the tower w]\jch they defended. 

\ ictory, however, called upon her favourite 
son ; and»Fi%derick hastened to forget his sor¬ 
rows, in taking the comftiand of the confederate 
German troops, to oiytose an invasion of the 
Turks. 


THE END. 
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